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SEßlES THE THIRD. 
BOOK I. 



I. 

The third volume being chiefly devoted to romantic sub- 
jects, may not be improperly introduced with a few slight 
strictnres on the old Metrical Romances: a subject the more 
worthy attention, as it seems not to have been known to such 
as have written on the natore and origin of books of chiyalry, 
that the first compositions of this kind were in verse , and 
UBually sung to the harp. 

ON THE ANCIENT METRICAL BOICANCES , ETC. 

I. The first attempts at composition among all barbarous 
nations, are ever found to be poetiy and song. The praises 
of their gods, and the achievements of their heroes, are 
nsually chanted at their festival meetings. These are the 
first rudiments of history. It is in this manner that the 
savages of North America preserve the memory of past 
eventsi: and the same method is known to have prevailed 

1 Ylde LalitetXL, Modors de Sauvages, t. 8. Dr.Browne*8^Hi8t. of the Rise 
andProgres^ofPoetry. "* ~ 

Perey. UI. 1 



2 ON THE ANCISNT 

among our Sazon anccstors, before they qoitted their G«r- 
mau forests-. Tho aucient Britous had their Bards, and the 
Gk»thic natious their Scalds or populär poets 3, whose busi- 
ness it was to rocord the victories of their wajniors, and the 
geuoalogies of their princes, in a kind of "n^urrative songs, 
which were committed to memory, anj d^vftrod down irom 
ouo reciter to auother. So lopg: sS; j^H^ continued a dis- 
tinot profiessipn, and while^l]ie J^sSdd} <9r Scald, was a regulär 
and stAtod ofticer iu*^tlVQ^Vinbe*8\;6urt, these men are thought 
to havo perfoV«ecuttte fimctions of the historian prettyfaith- 
fuHy.; i^'^thoil^h tk^ir narrations would be apt to receive a 
go<H)^^6f >^ibellishment. they are supposä to have had 
fit tAe*bottom so much of truth, as to serre for the basis of 
•more n^gular anuab. At least, succeeding historians have 
tnken up with the relations of these rüde men, and. for want 
of moi^ authontic rocords, have agreed to allow them the 
credit of true histon-*. 

Aftor lettors began to pr^eTail, and historv assumed a 
more sn^blo form« by being committed to piain simple prose. 
tfae«e <ongs of tho Scalds or Banis began to be mor« amus- 
ing than usefuL And in proportion as it became their busi- 
ness chiedy to cntortain and delight. they gave more and 
mon> in to oml^lishment« and sct off their recitals with such 
marrellous fictions as wex^ cjilculated to captirate gross and 
ignonnt miuds. Thus begann stories of adventures with 
giant» an ; dr^gv^ns« and witches and enohantcrs.. and all the 
monstrous oxtniT«gances of wild imagiuaiion, unguided by 
judgment« and oncorrectiNl by art«\ 

This M^ms to be the true origin of tbat species cf 
nMiumce wiiich »o long ctiebnlll^i feats of ckirahy. ar.d 

* Gtnutti <<«i>^nu ««rxtisi)«» «uH[u» i^^c^f czss af>^£ illv-« wbox^ 
4H^« <if dw ju»:9«w I%UM» a3t£ oäMr X,v;tec£ XjkSs.ou;. mnV.tT^i frcoc. i 



HETBICAL ROMANCES, &C. 3 

which at first in metre, and afterwards in prose, was the 
entertainment of our ancestors, in common with their con- 
temporaries on the Continent; tili the satire of Cervantes, or 
rather the increase of knowledge and classical literature, 
drove them off the stage, to make room for a more refined 
species of fiction, under the name of French Komances, 
copied from the Grreekß. 

That our old romances of chivaliy may be derived in a 
lineal descent from the ancient historical songs of the Gothic 
Bards and Scalds, will be shown below; and indeed appears 
the more evident, as many of those songs are still preserved 
in the North, which exhibit all the seeds of chivalry before 
it became a solemn Institution ?. ^'Chivalry, as a distinct 
military order, conferred in the way of investiture , and ac- 
companied with the solemnity of an oath, and other cere- 
monies," was of later date, and sprung out of the feudal Con- 
stitution, as an elegant writer has clearly shown 8. But the 
ideas of chivalry prevailed long before in all the Gothic na- 
tions, and may be discovered as in embryo in the customs, 
manners, and opinions of every brauch of that people^. 
That fondness of going in quest of adventures, that spirit of 
challenging to single combat, and that respectful com- ; 
plaisance shown to the fair sex (so different from the man- 
ners of the Greeks and Romans), all are of Gothic origin, 
and may be traced up to the earliest timcs among all the 
Northern nations^o. These existed long before the feudal 
ages, though they were called forth and strengthened in a 
peculiar mannerunder that Constitution, and at length ar- 
rived to their füll maturity in the times of the Crusades , so 
replete with romantic adventures i. 

^ YiE. Astnea, Oassandra, Olelia, &c. 

7 Hallet, Tide Northern Antiquities, vol.i. p. S18, &c.; voU U. p.234, &c. 
s Letters concemlng Chivalry, 8vo. 1763. 
» Hallet. 
10 HiOlet. 

1 The seedi of chivalry sprung up so naturally out of the original man- 
ners and opinions of the Northern nations, that it is not credible they arose 
so I«l9 as after, the establishment of the feudal system, much less the Oru- 

1* • 



4 ON TH& AKClfiNt 

Even the common arbitrary fictions of romance were (ad 
is hinted above) most of them familiär to the ancient Scalds 
of the North, long before the time of the Crusades. They 
believed the existence of giants and dwarfs^; they enter- 
tained opinions not unlike the more modern notion of fairies ^ ; 
they were strongly possessed with the belief of speils and 
enchantment*; and were fond of inventing combats with 
dragons and monsters^ 

The opinion therefore seems very untenable, which some 
leamed and ingenious men have entertained, that the turn 
for chivalry, and the taste for that species of roxnantic£ction, 
were caught by the Spaniards from the Arabians or Moors 
after their invasion of Spain, and from the Spaniards trans- 
mitted to the Bards of Armorica^, and thus diffused through 

sadea. Nor, agaiii, that the Romances of Chivalry were transmitted to other 
nations, through the Spaniards, from the Moors and Arabians. Had this 
been the ease , the flrst French Komances of Ohivalry wonld have been on 
Moorish, or at least Spanish subjects: whereas the most ancient stories of 
thiskind, whether in prose or verse, whether initalian, French, English, &c., 
are chiefly on the subjects of Oharlemagne and the Paladins, or of our Bri- 
tish Arthur and bis Knights of the Round Table, &c., being evidently bor- 
rowed from the fabulous Chronicles of the supposed ArchbishopTurpin, and 
of Jeffery ofMonmouth. Kotbut some of the oldest and most populär French 
Romances are also on Norman subjects, as Richard Sans-pew, Bobert le 
JHabU, &c. ; whereas Ido not recoUect so much as one in which the scene is 
laid in Spadn , much less among the Moors , or descriptive of Mahometan 
manners. Even in Amadis de Qaiul, said to have been the first Romance 
printed in Spain, the scene is laid in Gaul and Britain; and the manners 
are French : which plainly shows from what school this species of fabling 
was leamt and transmitted to the southem nations of Europe. 

3 Mallet, North. Antiquities, vol. i. p. 36 ; vol. ii. passim. 

8 Olaus Verel. ad Hervarer Saga, pp. 44, 45. Hickes^s Thesaur. vol. ii. 
p. 311. Northern Antiquities, vol. ii. passim. 

^ North. Antiquities, vol. i. pp. 69, 374, &c. ; vol. ii. p. 216, &c. 

^ RoUof s Saga. Gap. zxxv. &c. 

^ It is peculiarly unfortunate that such as maintain this opinion are 
obliged to take their first step from the Moorish provinces in Spain , with- 
out one intermediate resting-place , to Armorica or Bretagne , the province 
in France from them most remote , not more in Situation than in the man- 
ners, habits, and language of its Welsh inhabitants, which are allowed to 
have been derived from this Island, as must have been their traditions, 
Bongs, and fahles ,» being doubtless all pfOeltio original. Seep. Softhe 
** Dissertation on the Origin of Romantic Fiction in Europe/* prefixed to 
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Britaiii, France, Italy, Germany, and the North. For it 
seemB utterly incredible, that one rüde people should adopt 
a pecoliar taste and manner of writing or thinkiDg from an- 
of^er, without borrowing at the same time any of their par- 

Mr. Tho.Warton*8 History of English Poetry, vol. i. 1774, 4to. If any pen 
could have snpported tlüs dftyljpg hypotkasifi of Dr. Warburton, tliat of this 
ingenioos critic would have effected it. But under the general term Orientale 
he seexas to conBider the ancient iuhabitanta of the north and south of Asia 
aa having all the same manners, traditions, and fahles; and because the 
secladed people of Arabia took the lead under the religion and empire of 
Mahomet, therefore every thlng must be derlved from them to the northern 
Asfatics in the remotest ages, &c. With as much reason, ander the word 
Occtdentai, vre might represent the early traditions and fahles of the north 
and south of Eujope to have been the same ; and that the Gothic mythology 
of Scandinavia, the Druidic or Celtic of Gaul andBritain, differed not from 
the classic of Greece and Rome. 

There is not room here for a füll examination of the minuter argumenta, 
or rather slight coincidence8,bywhichoar agreeable dissertatoj: endeavonrs 
to maintain and defend this favourite opinion of Dr. W., who has been him- 
seif so completelyconfutedbyMr.Tyrwhitt. (See his notes onLove'sLabour^s 
Lost, &c.) But some of his positions it will be sufflcient to mention : such as 
the referring the Gog and Magog, which our old Christian Bards might have 
hftd from Scriptare, to the Jaguiouge and Magiouge of the Arabians and Per> 
sians, &c. [p. 13.] — That **we may venture to affirm, that this [Geoffrey of 
Monmouth's] Chronicle, supposed to contain the ideas of the Welsh Bards, 
entirely consists of Arabian inventions.^^ [p. 13.] —And that, '*as Geoffrey's 
History is the grand repository of the acts of Arthur, so a fabulous history, 
ascribed to Turpin, is the groundwork of all the chlmerical legends which 
have been related conceming the conquests of Gharlemagne and his twelve 
peers. Its subject is the expulsion of the Saracens from Spain; and it is 
fllled with flctions evidently congenial to those which characterize Geof- 
frey^s History." [p. 17.] —That is, as he afterwards expresses it, "lavlshly 
decorated by the Arabian Fablers." [p. 58.]— We should hardly have ex- 
pected that the Arabian Fablers would have been lavish in decoratlng a 
history of their enemy; but what is Singular, as an instance and proof of 
this Arabian origin of the fictions of Turpin, a passage is quoted from his 
fourth ohapter, which I shall heg leave to offer, as affordlng decisive evi- 
dence that they coold not possibly be derived from a Mahometan source. 
Sc. ** The Christians under Gharlemagne are said to have found in Spain a 
golden Idol, or Image of Mahomet, as high as a bird can fly. It was framed 
by Mahomet himself of the purest metal, who, by his knowledge in necro- 
mancy, had sealed up within it a legion of diabolical spirits. It held in its 
hand « prodigious club ; and the Saracens had a prophetic tradition, that 
this clab should fall fr^m the hand of the Image in that year when a certain 
klug should be bom in France," &c. [Tide p. 18, note.] 
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ticular stories and fables, without appearing to know any 
thing of their heroes, history, laws, and religion. When the 
Itomans began to adopt and Imitate the Grecian literature, 
they immediately naturalized all the Grecian fables, his- 
tories, and religious stories, which became as familiär to the 
poets of ßome as of Greece itself. Whereas all the old 
writers of chivalry, and ofthat species of romance, whether 
in prose or verse, whether of the Northern nations, or of Bri- 
tain, France, and Italy, not excepting Spain itself 7, appear 
utterly unacquainted with whatever relates to the Mahometan 
nations. Thus with regard to their religion, they constantly 
represent them as worshipping Idols, as paying adoration to 
a golden Image of Mahomet, or eise they confoimd them with 
the ancient pagans, &c. And indeed in all other respects 
they are so grossly ignorant of the customs, manners, and 
opinions of every branch of that people, especially of their 
heroes, Champions, and local stoiies, as almost amounts to a 
demonstration that they did not Imitate them in their songs 
or romances : for as to dragons, jserpents, necromancies, Sc^, 
why sFouTä these be thought only derived from the Moors in 
Spain so late as after the eighth Century? since notions of 
this kind appear too familiär to the Northern Scalds, and 
enter too deeply into all the northem mythology, to have 
been transmitted to the unlettered Scandinavians, from so 
distant a country, at so late a period. If they may not be 
allowed to have brought these opinions with them in their 
original migrations from the north of Asia, they will be far 
more likely to have borrowed them from the Latin poets 

7 The little narrative songs on Morisco subjects , which the Spaniards 
have at present in great abundance, and which they call peculiarly Roman- 
ces, (see vol. i. book iii. no. xvi., &c.) have nothing in common with their 
proper Komances (or Histories) of Chivalry, which they call Historias de 
CavaUerias: these are evidently imitations of the French, and show a great 
ignorance ofMoorish manners: (and with regard to the Morisco, oi; ^p.g- 
rgfncmi^» they do not seem of very great antiquity ; few of them appear, 
^rom their snbjects , mach earlier than the reduction of Granada , in the 
fifteenth Century: from which period, I believe, may be plainly traced, 
among the Spanish writers, a more perfeet knowledge of Moorlsh cus- 
toms, &c. 
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after tbe Roman conquests in G-aul, Britain, Germany, &c. 
For I believe one may challenge the maintainers of this 
opinion to prodace any Arabian poem or historj that could 
possibly bave been then known in Spain, which resembles 
the old Gothic romances of chivaby half so much as the 
Metamorphoses of Ovid. 

Bat we well know that the Scythian nations situate in the 
coontries about Pontus, Colchis, and the Eoxine sea, were in 
all times infamous for their magic arts : and as Odin and bis 
followers are said to bave come precisely from those parts of 
Asia, we can readily account for the prevalence of fictions of 
this sort among the Gothic nations of the North, without 
fetching them from the Moors in Spain, who for many cen- 
turies after their irruption , lived in a state of such constant 
hostility with the unsabdued Spanish Christians , whom they 
chiefly pent up in the mountains , as gave them no chance of 
leaming their music, poetry, orstories; and this, together 
with the religious hatred of the latter for their cniel invaders, 
will account for the utter ignorance of the old Spanish ro- 
mances in whatever relates to the Mahometan nations, al- 
tbougb so nearly their own neighbours. 

On the other band, from the local customs and situations, 
from tbe known manners and opinions of the Gothic nations 
in the North, we can easily account for all the ideas of 
chivalry, and its peculiar fictions 8. For, not to mention 
their distinguished respect for the fair sex, so different from 
the manners of the Mahometan nations 9, their national and 
domestic bistory so naturally assumes all the wonders of this 
species of fabling, that almost all their bistorical narratives 
appear regulär romances. One might refer, in proof of this, 
to tbe old northem Sagas in general; but, to give a parti- 
cular instance, it will be sufficient to produce the bistory of 
King Begner Lodbrog, a celebrated warrior and pirate, who 
reigned in Denmark, about the year 800 lo. This hero 
signalized bis youth by an ezploit of gallantry. A Swedish 

8 See Northem Antiquities, passim. ^ Ibid. 

10 Saxo Gram. pp. 152, 153. Hallet, Noith. Antiq. voL i. p. SSI. 
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prince had a beautiful daughter, whom he intrasted (probably 
doring some expedition) to the care of one of his officera, as- 
signing a etrong Castle for their defence. The officer feil in 
love with his ward, and detained her in his Castle, spite of 
all the efiPorts of her father. Upon this he published a pro- 
clamation through all the neighbouring countries, that who- 
ever would conquer the ravisher and rescue the lady, should 
have her in marriage. Of all that undertook the adventore, 
Begner alone was so happy as to achieve it: he delivered 
the fair captive, and obtained her for his prize. It happened 
that the name of this discourteous officer was Orme , which, 
in the Islandic language, signifies serpent; wherefore the 
Scalds, to give the more poetical tum to the adventure, re- 
present the lady as detained from her father by a dreadful 
dragon, and that Begner slew the monster to set her at 
liberty. This fabulous account of the ezploit is given in a 
poem still extant, which is even ascribed to Regner himself, 
who was a celebrated poet, and which records all the valiant 
achievements of his life ^. 

With marvellous embellishments of this kind, the Scalds 
early began to decorate their narratives: and they were the 
more lavish of these in proportion as they departed &om 
their original Institution; but it was a long time before they 
thought of delivering a set of personages and adventures 
wholly feigned. Of the great multitude of romsmtic tales 
still preserved in the libraries of the North, most of them are 
supposed to have had some foundation in truth ; and the 
more ancient they are, the more they are believed to be con- 
nected with true history^. 

It was not probably tili after the historian and the bard 
had been long disunited, that the latter ventured at pure 
fiction. At length, when their business was no longer to in- 
struct or inform, but merely to amuse, it was no longer need- 
ful for them to adhere to truth. Then succeeded fabulous 

1 See a translation of this poem among "Ffve.Pieces of Rimic Poetry,** 
printed for Dodsley, 1764, 8vo. 

s Vide Mallet, Northern Antiquities, passim. 
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songs and romances in verse, which for a long time preyailed 
in France and England before they had books of chivalry in 
prose. Yet in both these countries the Minstrels still re- 
tained so mach of their original institution as frequently to 
make trae events the subject of their songs^; and, indeed, as 
during the barbarous ages the regulär histories were almost 
all written in Latin by the monks, the memory of events 
was preserved and propagated among the ignorant laity 
by scarce any other means than the populär songs of the 
Minstrels. 

n. The inhabitants of Sweden, Denmark, and Norway, 
being the latest converts to Christianity, retained their ori- 
ginal manners and opinions longer than the other nations of 
Gothic race; and therefore they have preserved more of the 
genuine compositions of their ancient poets than their 
southem neighbours. Hence the progress, among them, 
from poetical history to poetical fiction is very discemible: 
they have some old pieces that are in effect complete 
romances of chivalry^. They have also (as hath been ob- 
served) a multitude of Sagas* or histories on romantic sub- 
jects, containing a mixture of prose and verse, of various 
dates , some of them written since the time of the Crusades, 
others long before: but their narratives in verse only are 
esteemed the more ancient. 

Now as the irruption of the Normans ^ into France under 
BoUo did not take place tili towards the beginning of the 
tenth Century, at which time the Scaldic art was arrived to 
the highest perfection in Bollo*s native country, we can 
easily trace tiie descent of the French and English romances 
of cluvalry from the northern Sagas. That conqueror doubt- 

8 The Editor'8 MS. contains a maliitnde of poems of this latter kind. It 
was probably from thls ClUftom of the Minstrels, that some of our flrst bis- 
torians wrote their Chronicles in verse, as Robert ofGIouce8ter,Harding,&c. 

* See a specimen in second vol. of Northern Antiquities, &c. p. 248, &c. 

ft Ecoardi Eist. Stud. Etym. 1711, p. 179, &c. Hickes^s Thesaor. vol. ii. 
p. 314. 

6 *'. e. Northern men: being chiefiy emigrants from Norway, I>enmark, &c. 
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le88 carried many Scalds with him &om the North, who trans- 
mitted their skiU to their children and successors. These, 
adopting the religion, opinions, and language of the new 
country, substituted the heroes of Christendom instead of 
those of their Pagan ancestors, and began to celebrate the 
feats of Charlemagne, Boland, and Oliver; whose true history 
they set off and embellished with the Scaldic figments of 
dwarfs, giants, dragons, and enchantments. The first men- 
tion we have in song of those heroes of chivalry is in the 
mouth of a Norman warrior at the conquest of England '; 
and this circumstance alone would sufficiently account for 
the propagation of this kind of romantie poems among the 
French and English. 

Bnt this is not all; it is very certain that both the Anglo- 
Saxons and the Franks had brought with them , at their first 
emigrations into Britain and Graul , the same fondness for 
the ancient songs of their ancestors which prevailed among 
the other Gothic tribes«, and that all their first annals were 
transmitted in these populär oral poems. This fondness 
they even retained long srfter their conversion to Christianity, 
as we leam from the examples of Charlemagne and Alfred^. 
Now Poetry, being thus the transmitter of facts, would as 
easily leam to blend them with fictions in France and Eng- 
land as she is known to have done in the North, and that 
much sooner, for the reasons before assigned^o. This, to- 
gether with the example and influence of the Normans, will 
easily account to us why the first romances of chivalry that 

7 See the acconnt of TüMefer in vol. 1., Essay, and note. 

^ Ipsa OABiiiKA memorias mandabant, et praalia initari decantabant; qua 
memoria tarn fortium gestorum^ä majoribos patratorum ad imitationem ani- 
mus adderetnr. — JwwmäAi de Ooihis. 

9 Eginhartus de Garolo Magno. " Item barbara et antiquissima oabmina, 
quibus veterum regom actus et bella canebantur, scripsit." c. 29. 

Asserius de Alfrede Magno. '*Rex inter bella, &c Saxonicos 

libros recitare, et maxiicb cabmiita Sazokica memoriter diacere, aliis im- 
perare, et solus aasidue pro viribus, studiosissime non desinebat." Ed. 1722, 
8vo, p. 43. 

10 See above, pp. 3, 7, &c. 
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appeared both in England and France^ were composed in 
metre, as a rüde kind of epic songs. In both kingdoms tales 
in yerse were usually sang by minstrels to Üie harp on fes- 
tival occasions: and doubtless boüi nations derived their 
relisli for this sort of entertainment &om their Teutonic an- 
cestors, without either of them borrowing it from the other. 
Among both people narrative songs on true or fictitious sub- 
jeets had evidently obtained from the earliest times. But 
the professed romances of chivaby seem to have been first 
composed in France, where also they had their name. 

The Latin tongue, as is observed by an ingenious writer^, 
ceased to be spoken in France about the ninth Century, and 
was succeeded by what was calied the Romancejpngne , a 
mixture of the language of the Franks änd badXatin. As 
the songs of chivalry became the most populär compositions 
in that language, they were emphatically calied Bpmans, or 
Rom ants; though this name was at first given to any piece 
of poetry. The romances of* chivalry can be traced as early 
as the eleventh Century 3. I know not if the Roman de Brut^ 
written in 1155, was such: but if it was, it was by no means 
the first poem of the kind ; others more ancient are still ex- 
tant*. And we have already seen, that, in the preceding 
Century, when the Normans marched down to the battle of 
Hastings , they animated themselves by singing (in some po- 

1 The romances on the subject of P&rcewü, San Oratü, Lancdot du Lac, 
Tristan, Ac, were among the first that appeared in the French language in 
Frose, yet tiiese were originally composed in Metre: the Editor has in his 
possession a very old French MS. in verse, containing L'ancien Boman de 
Petcevalf and metrical copies of the others may be found in the libraries of 
the curious. See a note of Wanley^s in Harl. Catalog. no. 2252, p. 49, &c. 
Nicolson^s Eng. Hist. Library, 3d ed. p. 91, &c. — See also a curious Collec- 
tion of old French Romances , with Mr. Wanley*s account of this aort of 
pieces, in Harl. MSS. Gatal. 978, 106. 

s The author of the Essay on the Genius of Pope, p. 282. 

8 Ibid. p. 283. Hist. Lit. tom. vi. vü. 

* Voi Fr^face aux **Fabliaux et Gentes des PoStes Fran^ois des xii. ziii. 
siv. & ZV. Sieles, &c." Paris, 1756, 3 tom. 12mo. (A very curious work.) 
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pulax romance or ballad) the ezploits of Roland and the 
other heroes of chivalry*. 

So early as this I cannot trace the songs of chivaby in 
English. The n^ost ancient I have seen is that of Horne- 
chUd, described below, which seems not older than the twelfth 
Century. However, as this rather resembles the Saxon 
poetry than the French, it is not certain that the first Eng- 
lish romances were translated from that language^. We 
have seen above, that a propensity to this kind of fiction 
prevailed among all the Gothic nations^: and though, after 
the Norman conquest, this country abounded with French 
romances, or with trsmslations from the French, there is 
good reason to believe that the English had original pieces 
of their own. 

The stories of King Arthur and his Bound Table may be 
reasonably supposed of the growth of this Island ; both the 
French and the Armoricans probably had them from Britain«. 
The stories of Guy and Bevis, with some others, were pro- 

B See the account of TatUefer in vol. i. Essay, and note. And see Rapin, 
Garte, &c. — This song of Roland (whatever it was) continued for some 
centuries to be usually sung by the French in their marches, if we may be- 
lieve a modern French writer, ''Un Jour qu'on chantoit l&Chanson deRolandp 
comme c*ätoit l^usage dans les marches. H y a long temps, dit-il [John King 
of France, who died in 1S64], qu*on ne voit plus de Rolands, parmi les Fran- 
qois. On y verroit encore des Rolands , lui rdpondit un vieux Oapitaine, 
sUls avoient an Charlemagne k lenr t^te." Vide tom. iii. p. 202, des Essaies 
Hist. sur Paris de M. de Saintefoiz, who gives, as his authority, Boethios in 
Hist. Scotomm. This author, however, speaks of the complaint and repartee 
as made in an assembly of the States, (vocaio senatuj and not upon any 
march, &c. Vide ßoeth. lib. xv. fol. 327. Ed. Paris. 1574. 

6 See, on this subject, vol. i. Notes on the Essay on the Ancient Minstrels, 
(s2)and(oo). 

7 The first romances of chivalry among the Germans were in metre ; they 
have some very ancient narrative songs (which they caMLi&der)^ not only on 
the fabolons heroes of their own country, bat also on those of France and 
Britain, as Tristratn, Arthur, Gawain, and the Knights von der TttfO^ofide. 
(Vid. Goldasti Not. In Eginhart. Vit. Car. Mag. 4to, 1711, p. 207.) 

8 The WeUh have still some very old romances about King Arthur; bat 
M these are in prose, they are not probably their first pieces that were com- 
posed on that subject. 
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bably the invention of EnglishMinstrels 9. On the other band, 
the Englisb procored translations of such romances as were 
most current in France; and in the list given at the con- 
clnsion bf these remarks, manj are doubtless of French 
original. 

The first prose books of chiyalry that appeared in our 
language, were those printed bj Caxton^o* at least, these 
are the first I have been able to discover, and these are all 
translations from the French. Whereas romances of this 
kind had been long current in metre , and were so generally 
admired in the time of Chaucer, that bis rhyme of Sir Tkopas 
was evidently written to ridicule and burlesque them^. 

He expresslj mentions several of them by name in a 
stanza, which I shall have occasion to quote more than once 
in thif Yolume : 

'' Men speken of Komaunces of pris 
Of Hom-Ohild , aud of Ipotis 
Of Bevia, and Sire Gay, 
Of Sire Libeuz, and Pleindamour, 
Bat Sire Thopas , he beretli the floar 
Of real chevalrieS." 

Most, if not all of these, are still extant in MS. in some 
or other of our libraries , as I shall show in the conclusion of 

9 It ia moat credible that these stories were originally of English inven- 
tion, eyen if the only pieces uow extant should be found to be translations 
firom the French. What now pass for the French Originals were probably 
only ampllfications, or enlargements of the old English story. That the 
Freneh Romaneers borrowed soxne things from the English, appeara fh>m 
the Word Termagant, which they took up from oor minstrels, and corrapted 
into Teiragannte. See vol. i. p. 62, and Gloss. *' Termagant." 

w Recayel of the Hystoryes of Troy, 1471. Godfroye of Boloyne, 1481. 
Le morte de Arthur, 1485. The lifo of Charlemagne, 1485, &c. As the old 
minstrel^y wore oat, prose books of chiyalry became more admired, espe- 
cially after the Spanish romances began to be translated into English, to- 
wards the end of Qaeen Elizabeth's reign: then the most popalar metrical 
romances began to be redaced into prose, as Sir Gay, Bovis, &c. 

1 See extraot firom a letter, written by the Edltor of these volomes, in 
Mr. Warton^s Observations, vol. ii. p. 139. 

s Canterbary Tales (Tjnrwhitt*« Edit.), voL ii. p. 2S8.— In all the former 
editions which I have seen, the name at the end of the foorth Une is £tow- 
damimr$. 
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lizif sBgfat £»tT. -räere 1 lä^ pr« a bs flf mek thki l 
ListOTHS üzid romsiiüe» u hicre ikljo. cnder anr «liiiriinn 

Ac mnipr cc izie&e w»m.a^ t t3nsJä€T«,bie pcriMB of poetie 
maix. tnd iLrow gre.si Üfiri cm the z&umen «ad ofsniaBi of 
irjTUiKT timeE . ir w^zre IC' 'r*e visLfd tL&x scvme of tJbe bert of 
tbem vere rcBdieä £mn oblirian. A jndkä&iis eoUectioa of 
tbem. «ecurai^lT pubhshed. ^v-riib prc^«r niutnlioni, vould 
be «a ixDponAiiT AcoeiEiozi to Mir siock of «nriciit Kngiiih 
literatBre. Maut of tbem exhibit nc^ mean m n e n q iti at epie 
poetrr: &Dd tiiou^b foli of ibe explodrd neöonB of chiTahjf 
frequ^zitlv dlfplav greai des'jrlptTe and mrentive powen in 
tbf: bardf vbo composed Ihem. Tber are at leut generally 
eqwJ u> anv otber poetiy of the same age. Thej eannot in- 
deed be put in cj>inpetirIon witb the nerrons piödactioiia of 
so universal and commanüng a geuins asChaacer; bnttfaey 
have a simplicity tbat uakes thezn be read with lesa Inter- 
ruption, and be more easilv understood: and thej are fiur 
raore epirited and entenaining than the tedious allegories 
of Gower. or the duU and prolix legendB of Lydgate. Yet| 
wLile so much stress was laid upon the writings of these last, 
by such as treat of English poetiy, the old metrical roman- 
ces, though far more populär in their time, were haidly 
kuowu to exist. But it faas happened. unluekily, that the 
antiquaries, who have reriTed the works of our ancient 
writers, have been, for the most part, men Toid of taate and 
gen i US, and therefore have always fastidiously rejectcd the 
old poetical romances, because fomided ou fictitious or po- 
pulär subjeets, while they have been carefiil to grab np 
every i>C'tty fragment of the most dull and insipid rh ymia tt 
wbosc merit it was to deform morality or obscure true huitoiy. 
Sliould the public eneourage the revival of some of tfaoae 
ancient epic songs of chivalry, they would frequently see the 
rieh ore of an Ariosto or a Tasso, though buried, it may be, 
among the rubbish and dross of barbarous times. 

Such a publication would answer many important lues; 
it would throw ucw light on the risc and progress of English 
poctry, the history of which can be but imperfeeÜj ander- 
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stood if these are neglected: it would also serve to illustrate 
ümumerable passages in our ancient classic poets, which, 
witiiout their help, must be for ever obscure. For, not to 
mention Chaucer and Spenser, who abound with perpetaal 
allnsions to them, I shall give an instance or two from Shak« 
speare, by way of specimen of their use. 

In bis play of King John, our great dramatic poet alludes 
to an ezploit of Bichard I., which the reader will in vaui 
look for in any true history. Faulconbridge says to bis 
xnother, act i. sc. 1, 

'< Needs must you lay your heart at bis dispose . « . 
Agalnst whose furie and unmatched force, 
The awlease Hon could not wage the flght, 
Nor keepe his princely heart from Richard^s band. 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily winne a woman's : " — 

The fact here referred to, is to be traced to its source 
only in the old romance of Richard Coeur de Lyon^, in which 
his encounter with the Hon makes a very shining figure. I 
shall give a large extract from this poem , as a specimen of 
tbe manner of these old rhapsodists , and to show that they 
did not in their fictions neglect the proper means to produce 
the ends, as was afterwards so childishly done in the prose 
books of chivalry. 

The poet teils us, that Bichard, in his retum from the 
Holy Land, having been discovered in Üie habit of "a palmer 
in Almayne," and apprehended as a spy, was by the king 
throwninto prison. Wardrewe, the king's son, hearing of 
Bichard's great strength, desires the jailor to let him have a 
sight of his prisoners. Bichard being the foremost, Wardrewe 
asks him, ^^if he dare stand a buffet from his band?" and 
that on the morrow he shall retum him another. Bichard 
consents, and receives a blow that staggers him. On the 
morrow, having previously waxed his hands, he waits his 

8 Dr. Grey bas shown that tbe aame story is alluded to in KasteH's 
Ghronicle: as it was doubtless originally had from the romance, this is 
proof that the old metrical romances throw light on our first writers in 
prose: many of our anoient historiaushave recordedthe fictions of romancQ, 
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antagonist'B arrival. Wardrewe accordingly, proceeds the 
Story, '^held forth as a trewe man," and Bichard gave him 
such a blow on the cheek, as broke his jaw-bone, and killed 
him on the spot. The king, to revenge the death of his son, 
Orders, bj the advice of one Eidrede, that a lion, kept pnr- 
posely from food, shall be tumed loose upon Kichard. But 
the king's daughter, having fallen in love with him, teils him 
of her father*s resolution, and at his request procures him 
forty ells of white silk "kerchers;" and here the description 
of the combat begins: 

''The key9r-«]ifi£ai^.he toke on honde. 
And aboate his arme he wende; 
And thonght in that ylke while, 
To slafiJhe lyon with some gyle. 
And syngle in a kyrtyll he stode, 
And abode the lyon fyers and wode, 
With that came the Jaylere, 
And other men that wyth him were, 
And the lyon them amonge ; 
His pawes were stiffe and stronge. 
The chambre dore they ondone, 
And the lyon to them is gone. 
Rycharde sayd, Helpe, lorde Jesn, 
The lyon made to hym venu, 
And wolde hym have all to rente : 
Kynge Rycharde besyde him glente^; 
The lyon on the breste hym spomed, 
That aboate he toumed. 
The lyon was hongry and megre, 
And bette his tayle to be egre ; 
He loked aboate as he were madde ; 
Abrode he all his pawes spradde. 
He cryed lowde, and yaned^ wyde. 
Kynge Rycharde bethought hym that tyde 
What hym was beste, and to hym sterte, 
In at the throte his honde he gerte, 
And hente oat the herte with his honde, 
Loange and all that he there fonde. 
The lyon feil deed to the grounde : 
Rycharde feite no wem "^y ne woande. 

* i, «. handker Chiefs. Here we have the e^ymology of the word , vis. 
"CouvreleChef." 

^ i. «. slipt aside. < i. «, yawned. ^ t*. 9, hart. 
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He feil on bis knees on that place, 
And thanked Jesu of hia grace/* 
• • • « « 

What fol lQH &iP not so weU, and therefore I shall extract no \ i 

more of this poem. — For the above feat, the author teils us, 1 ! 

the king was deservedly cailed 

Strenge Rycharde Cure de Lyowne. 
That distich which Shakspeare puts in the mouth of his 
madman in King Lear, act iii. sc. 4, 

Mice and rata and such small deere 

Have been Tom's food for seven long yeare, 

has excited the attention of the critics. Instead of deere, 
one of them would Substitute geer, and another cJieer^, But 
the ancient reading is established by the old romance of 
Sir Beuis, which Shakspeare had doubtless often heard sung 
to the harp. This distich is part of a description there given 
of the hardships suffered by Bevis, when confined for seven 
years in a dungeon : 

Rattes and myse and sucb small dere 

Was bis meate that seven yere. Sign. F. iii. 

III. In different parts of this work, the reader will find 
various extracts from these old poetical Icgends; to which 
I refer him for further examples of their style and metre. 
To complete this subject, it will be proper at least to give 
one specimen of their skill in distributing and conducting 
their fable, by which it will be seen, that nature and com- 
mon sense had supplied to these old simple bards the want 
of critical art, and taught them some of the most essential 
rules of epic poetry. — I shall select the romance of Lihius 
Disconitis^, as being one of those mentioned by Chaucer, 
and either shorter or more intelligible than the others he 
has quoted. 

If an epic poem raay be defined^o " A fable related by a 

« Dr. Warburton. —Dr. Grey. 

9 So it is entitled in the Editor's MS. But the true title is , L« heavx 
Diaeonua, or the Fair Unknown. See a note on the Ganterbury Tales, vol. 
iv. p. 3S3. 

» Vid. "Discours sur la Poesie Epique," preflxed to Tblbmaqub. 

Fercy. IJI, 2 
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poet, to excite admiration, and inspire virtue, by represent- 
ing liie action of some one hero, favoured by Heaven, who 
executes a great design, in spite of all the obstacles that op- 
posc bim," I kuow not wby we should withhold the name of 
eptc poem from the piece which I am aböut to analyze. 

My copy is divided into ix Parts or Cantos , the several 
argumenta of which are as foUows. 



Opens with a short exordium to bespeak attention: the 
hero is described ; a natural son of Sir Gawain, a celebrated 
knight of King Arthur*s court, who, being brought up in a 
forest by bis mother , is kept ignorant of bis name and de- 
scent. He early exhibits marks of bis courage, by killing a 
knight in single combat, who encouutered bim as he was 
hunting. This inspires bim with a desire of seeking ad- 
ventures : therefore clothing bimself in bis enemy's armour, 
he goes to King Arthur's court, to request the order of 
knighthood. His request granted, he obtains a promise of 
having the first adventure assigned bim that shall offer. — 
A damsel named Ellen, attended by a dwarf, comes to im- 
plore King Arthur's assistance to rescue a young princess, 
"the lady of Sinadone," their mistress, who is detained from 
her rights, and confined in prison. The adventure is claimed 
by the young knight Sir Lybius; the king assents; the mes- 
sengers are dissatisfied, and object to his youth; but are 
forced to acquiesce. And here the first book closes with a 
description of the ceremony of equipping bim forth. 



Sir Lybius sets out on the adventure: he is derided by 
the dwarf and the damsel on account of his youth: they 
come to the bridge of Perill, which none can pass without 
encountering a knight called William de la Braunch. Sir 
Lybius is challenged; they just with their spears: De la 
Braunch is dismounted: the battle is renewed on foot: Sir 
William*B sword breaks: he yields. Sir Lybius makes him 
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fwear to go and present himself to King Arthur, as the first 
finits of bis valour. The conquered knight sets out for King 
Arthur's court: is met by three knights, his kinsmen; who, 
informed of his disgrace, vow revenge, and pursue the con- 
qneror. The next day they overtake him: the eldest of the 
three attacks Sir Lybius; but is overthrown to the ground. 
The two other brothers assault him: Sir Lybius is wounded; 
yet cuts off the second brother*s arm; the third yields: Sir 
Lybius sends them all to King Arthur. In the third evening 
he is awakened by the dwarf , who has discovered a fire in 
ike wood. 



Sir Lybius arms himself, and leaps on horseback: he 
finds two giants roasting a wild boar, who have a fair lady 
their captive. Sir Lybius, by favour of the night, runs one 
of them through with his spear: is assaulted by the other: a 
fierce battle ensues: he cuts off the giant's arm, and at 
length his head. The rescued lady (an earl's daughter) teils 
him her story, and leads him to her father*s Castle; who 
entertains him with a great feast ; and presents him at part- 
ing with a suit of armour and a steed. He sends the giant's 
head to King Arthur. 

PABT IV. 

Sir Lybius, maid Ellen, and the dwarf, renew their 
joumey: they see a Castle stuck round with human heads, 
and are informed it belongs to a knight called Sir Gefferon, 
who, in honour of his lemman or mistress, chaUenges all 
cömers: he that can produce a fairer lady, is to be rewarded 
with a milk- white faulcon, but if overcome, to lose his head. 
Sir Lybius spends the night in the adjoining town: in the 
moming goes to challenge the faulcon. The knights ez- 
change their gloves : they agree to just in the marke t-place : 
the lady and maid Ellen are placed aloft in chairs: their 
dresses: the superior beauty of Sir Gefferon's mistress de- 
seribed: the ceremonies previous to the combat. They en- 
gage: the eombat described at large: Sir Gefferon is in- 

2* 
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cnrably hurt, and carried home on bis shield. Sir Lybifur 
sends tbe faiücon to King Artbur, and receives back a large 
present in florins. He stays forty days to be cured of bis 
wounds, wbich be spende in feasting witb tbe neighbooring 
lords. 

PABT V. 

Sir Lybius proceeds for Sinadone : in a forest be meets 
a knigbt bunting, called Sir Otes de Lisle: maid £llen, 
cbarmed witb a very beautiful dog, begs Sir Lybius to bestow 
bim upon ber: Sir Otes meets tbem, and claims bis dog: is 
refused : being unarmed be rides to bis Castle and smnmons 
bis foUowers: tbey go in quest of Sir Lybius: a battle en- 
sues: be is still victorious, and forces Sir Otes to foUow tbe 
otber conquered knigbts to King Artbur. 



Sir Lybius comes to a fair city and Castle by a river-side, 
beset round witb pavilions or tents: be is informed, in tbe 
Castle is a beautiful lady besieged by a giant named Maugys, 
wbo keeps tbe bridge , and will let none pass witbout doing 
bim bomage: tbis Lybius refuses: a battle ensues; tbe giant 
described: tbe several incidents of tbe battle; wbicb lasts a 
whole summer's day: tbe giant is wounded; put to fligbt; 
slain. Tbe Citizens come out in procession to meet tbeir de- 
liverer: tbe lady invites bim into ber Castle: falls in love 
witb bim; and seduces bim to ber embraces. He forgets 
tbe princess of Sinadone, and stays witb tbis bewitcbing 
lady a twelvemontb. Tbis fair sorceress, like anotber Alcina, 
intoxicates bim witb all kinds of sensual pleasure; and de* 
tains bim from tbe pursuit of bonour. 

PABT vu. 
Maid Ellen by cbance gets an opportunity of speaking 
to him; and upbraids bim witb bis vice and folly: be is 
filled witb remorse, and escapes tbe same evening. At 
lengtb be arrives at tbe city and Castle of Sinadone: is given 
to understand tbat be must cballenge tbe constable of tbe 
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Castle to Single combat, before he can be received as a guest. 
They just: the constable is worsted: Sir Lybius is feasted 
in 1^6 Castle: he declares his intention of delivering their 
lady; and inquires tiie particolars of her history. ^*Two 
Necromancers have built a fine palace by sorcery, and there 
keep her enchanted, tili she will surrender her duchy to 
them, and yield to such base conditions as they would im- 
pose." 

PABT vni. 
Early on the morrow Sir Lybius sets out for the en- 
chanted palace. He alights in the court: enters the hall: 
the wonders of which are described in strong Grothic paint- 
ing. He sits down at the high table: on a sudden all the 
lights are quenched: it thunders and lightens; the palace 
shakes; the walls fall into pieces about his ears. He is dis- 
mayed and confounded: but presently hears horses neigh, 
and is challenged to single combat by the sorcerers. He 
gets to his steed : a battle ensues , with various tums of for- 
tune: he loses his weapon; but gets a sword from one of the 
necromancers, and wounds the oth'er with it : the edge of the 
sword being secretly poisoned, the wound proves mortal. 



He goes up to the surviving sorcerer, who is carried away 
from him by enchantment: at length he finds him, and cuts 
off his head: he retums to the palace to deliver the lady; 
but cannot find her: as he is lamenting, a window opens, 
through which enters a horrible serpent with wings and a 
woman's face: it coils round his neck and kisses Mm; then 
is suddenly converted into a very beautiful lady. She teils 
him she is the Lady of Sinadone, and was so enchanted, tili 
she might kiss Sir Gawain, or some one of his blood: that 
he has dissolved the charm, and that herseif and her domini- 
ons may be his reward. The knight (whose descent is by 
this means discovered) joyfuUy accepts the offer, makes her 
his bride, and then sets out with her for King Arthur*s 
court. 



<r 
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Such is the fable of this ancient piece ; which the readei 
may observe, is as regulär in its conduct as anj of the finesi 
poems of classical antiquity. If the ezecution , particularl} 
as to the diction and sentiments, were but equal to the plan, 
it would be a capital Performance ; but this is such as mighl 
be ezpected in rüde and Ignorant times , and in a barbarous 
unpolished language. 

IV. I shall conclude thiijL.£rolixjiccount, with a list oi 
such old Metrical Bomances as are still extant; beginning 
with those mentioned by Chaucer. 

1. The Romance of Home CMlde is preserved in the 
British Museum, where it is entitled ]>e ^este of kjng Home. 
See Catalog. Harl. MSS. 2253, p. 70. The language is al- 
most Saxon, yet from the mention in it of Sarazens, it ap- 
pears to have been written after some of the Crusades. It 
begins thus : 

All heo ben hljfe 
>at to my song ylyj>e: 
A ßong ychuUe ou sing 
Of AUof >e gode kynge*, &c. 
Another copy of this poem, but greatly altered, and some- 
what modemised, is preserved in the Advocates* library ai 
Edinburgh, in a MS. quarto volume of old English poetry, 
[W. 4, 1.] number xxxiv. in 7 leaves or folios^, entitled Hom- 
chUd and Maiden Rinivel, and beginning thus : 
Mi leve frende dere, 
Herken and ye may here. 

2. The poem of Ipotis (or Ypotis) is preserved in the Cot- 
ton library, Calig. A. 2, fol. 77, but is rather a religious 
legend, than a romance. Its beginning is, 

He >at wyll of wyadome here 

Herkeneth nowe ze may here 

Of a tale of holy wryte 

Seynt Jon the Evangelyste wytnesseth hyt. 

1 •'. e. May all they be blithe, that to my song listen: A song I shall yoa 
sing, Of Allof the good king, &c. 

s In each faU page of this vol. are 44 lines , when the poem is in long 
metre: ^nd 88 when the metre is short, «nd the page in two colomns. 
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3. The Romance of Str Guy was written before that of 
Bevis, belog quoted in it^. An acconnt of this old poem is 
given in this volume, book ii. no. i. To which it may be 
added, that two complete copies in MS. are preserved at 
Cambridge; the one in the public library*, the other in 
that of Caius College, Class A. 8. — In Ames's Typog. p. 153, 
may be seen the first lines of the printed copy. The first 
MS. begins, 

Sythe the tyme that God was bome. 

4. Qvy and Colbronde, an old romance in three parts, is 
preserved in the Editor's folio MS. (p. 349.) It is in stanzas 
of six lines, the first of which may be seen in vol. ii. p. 145, 
beginning thus: 

When meate and drinke is great plentye. 
In the Edinburgh MS. (mentioned above) are two ancient 
poems on the subject of Guy of Warwick: viz. number xviii. 
containing 26 leaves, and zz. 59 leaves. Both these haye un- 
fortunately the beginnings wanting; otherwise they would, 
perhaps , be found to be different copies of one or both the 
preceding articles. 

5. From the same MS. I can add another article to this 
list, viz. The Romance of Rembruny son of Sir Guy; being 
number xxi. in 9 leaves: this is properly a continuation of 
the History of Guy: and in art. 3, the Hist. of Rembrun fol- 
lows that of Guy as a necessary part of it. This Edinburgh 
Romance of Rembrun begins thus: 

Jesu that erst of xffighte most 
Fader and Sone and Holy G-host. 

Before I quit the subject of Sir Guy, I must observe, that 
if we may believe Dugdale in his Baronage [vol. i. p. 243, 
eol. 2], the fame of our English champion had, in the time of 
Henry IV., travelled as far as the East, and was no less 

» sign. K. 2. b. 

* For this, and most of the foUowlng which are mentioned as preserved 
in the pnblie librarj, I refer the reader to the Ozon. Catalogae of MSS. 
1697, Tol. ii. p. 394 ; in Appendix to Bp. More*8 MSS. no. 690, 33, since given 
to the Uniyersity of Cambridge. 
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popiüar among the Saxazens, than here in the Weßt among 
the nations of Christendom. In that reign a Lord Beau- 
champ travelling to Jerusalem, was kindly received by a 
noble person, the Soldan's lieutenant, who hearing he was 
descended frqm the famous Guy of Warwick, "whose story 
they had in books of their own language ," invited him to bis 
palace; and royally feasting him, presented him with three 
precious stones of great value ; besides divers cloths of silk 
and gold given to his servants. 

6. The Romance of Syr Berns is described in this volume, 
book iii. no. i. Two manuscript copies of this poem are ex- 
tant at Cambridge, viz. in the public libraryS, and in that of 
Caius Coli. Class A. 9. (5.) — The first of these begins, 

IfOrdyngs lystenyth grete and smale. 
There is also a copy of this Bomance of Sir Berns of 
Hamptoun, in the Edinburgh MS. no. xxii., consisting of 25 
leaves, and beginning thus : 

Lordinges herkneth to mi tale, 
Is merier than the nightengale. 
The printed copies begin different from both, viz. 
Lysten, Lordinges, and hold you styl. 

7. Libeaux (Libeaus, or Lyhius) Disconius, is preserved in 
the Editor's folio MS. (page 317), where the first stanza is, 

Jesus Christ Christen kinge, 

And his mother that sweete thinge, 

Helpe them at their neede, 
That will listen to my tale, 
Of a Knight I will you teil, 
A doughtye man of deede. 
An older copy is preserved in the Cotton library [Calig. 
A. 2, fol. 40], but containing such innumerable variations, 
that it is apparently a different translation of some old 
French original, which will account for the title of Le Beaux 
Disconus, or T?ie Fair Unknown. The first line is, 
Jesu Christ our Savyour. 
As iox Pleindamour^ ox Blandamoure, no romance with this 

6 No. 690, § 81. Vide Catalog. MSS. p. 394. 
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title has been discovered; bat as the word Blaundemere oc- 
curs in tiie romance of Idbius Disconius in the Editor's folio 
MS. p. 319, he thought the name of Blandamoure (which was 
in all the editions of Chancer he had then eeen) might have 
8<Mne reference to this. But Pleindamour , the name restored 
by Mr. Tyrwhitt, is more remote. 

8. Le Morte Arthure is among the Harl. MSS. 2252, §. 49. 

This is judged to be a translation from the French ; Mr. 

Wanley thinks it no older than the time of Hen. VII., but 

it seems to be quoted in Syr Bevis (Sign. K. ij. b.). It 

begins, 

Lordinges, that are leffe and deare. 

In the library of Bennet Coli. Cambridge, no. 851, is a 
MS. entitled in the catalogue Acta Arthuris Metrico Anglicano^ 
bat I know not its Contents. 

9. In the Editor^s folio MS. are many songs and romances 
about King Arthur and bis knights, some of which are very 
imperfect, as King Arthur and the King of Comwall (p. 24), in 
Btanzas of four lines , beginning, 

* Come here/ my cozen Gawaine so gay. 
The Türke and Gawain (p. 38), in stanzas of siz lines , be* 
ginning thus, 

Listen lords great and small^; 
bat these are so imperfect, that I do not make distinct 
articles of them. See also in this volume , book i. no. i. ii. 
iv, V. 

In the same MS., p. 203, is the Greene Knightj in two 
parts, relating a curious adventure of Sir Gawain, in stanzas 
of six lines, beginning thus : 

List: wen Arthur he was k: 

10. The Carle of Carlisle is another romantic tale about 
Sir Gawain, in the same MS. p. 448, in distichs: 

Listen: to me a litle stond. 

^ In the former editions after the above, followed mention of a fragment 
in the same MS. entitled Sir Lionel , in distichs (p. 82); bat this being only 
a Short bailad, and not relating to King Arthur/ is here omitted. 
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In au iliese old poems Ihe same «et <tf kni^ts wie alwajrs 
lepresented wiüi tiie same mannen and chaiaeten; whieh 
seem to hare been as well known, and as distinctij marked 
among our aneestiKs, as Homer*8 heroes were amcm^ Üie 
Greeks; for, as Ulysses is always represented crafty-, Atkäies 
irasdble, and Ajax longli; so Sir Gomswi is eTer conzteous 
and gentle, Sir Kay rogged and disobliging, &c. *^Sir 
Crawain with bis old cnrtysie,'* is mentioned bj Cbancer as 
noted to a proverb in bis Sqidr^s TaU, Canierb. Tales, voL ii. 
p.lOi. 

11. Syr Launfal^ an excellent old romance coneeming 
another of King Aithur's knigbts, is presenred in tbe Cotton 
libnuy, CaUg. A. 2. f. 33. This is a trandation from the 
Preneb^, made hj one Thomas Chestre, whc is sapposed to 
hsTe lived in the reign of Hen. YL [See Tanner's B)A2m>A.] 
It is in stanzas of six lines, and begins, 

Be doiiztf Artonn dawes. 

The abore was afterwards altered by some Minstrel into tfae 
Bomanee of Sir Lambeweü, in tfaree parts, mider whicb title 
it was more generally known^. This is in the Editor's folio 
MS. p. 60, beginning thns: 

Dooglitj in King Aithnret dayes. 

12. Eger and Grime, in six parts (in the £ditor*8 fblio MS. 
p. 124), is a well-invented tale of duTaliy, scarce inferior to 
any of Ariosto's. This, which was inadTertentlj omitted in 
the former editions of this list, is in distichs, and begins 
tims: 

B AH a«]ii0timM in «he Land of Beame. 

13. Tbe Bomack^Q of MerUne, in nine parts (preserved in 
^V*™^ ^^^0 MS^^ p 145), gives a cnrious acconnt of the 
B^lh ^^*^Se, JL^ javenüe adventures of this femons 
british Prophet .6^^^ Joemtbe5ax«msaiecalled5ara*e»s; 
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and the liirasting the rebel angels out of heaven is attributed 
to ^^oure Lady."^ It is in distichs, and begins thus: 

He that made with bis liand. 
There is an old romance OfArthour and of Merlin, in the 
Edinburgh MS. of old finglish poems: I know not whether 
it has any thing in common with this last mentioned. It is 
in the volume numbered xxiii., and extends through 55 leaves. 
The two first lines are, 

Jesu Crist, heyen king, 
AI 0U8 graunt gode ending. 

14. Sir Isenbras {ot, as it is in the MS. copies, Sir Isum- 
hras) is quoted in Chaucer*s B. of Thop. v. 6. Among Mr. 
Garrick's old plays is a printed copy ; of which an account 
has been already given in toI. i. book iii. no. vüi. It is pre- 
«erved in MS. in the library of Caius Coli. Camb. Class A. 
9. (2.) and also in the Cotton library, Calig. A. 12. (f. 128.) 
This is extremely different from the printed copy: e. g. 

God >at made both er>e and bevene. 

15. Emarh, a yery curious and ancient romance, is pre- 
serred in the same toI. of the Cotton library, f. 69. It is in 
stanzas of six lines, and begins thus : 

Jesu >at ys kyng in trone. 

16. Chevelereassigne, or, The Knight of the Swan, pre- 
serred in the Cotton library, has been already described in 
voL ii. Essay on P, Ptowman^s Metre, &c., as hath also 

17. The Siege ofJerlam (or Jerusalem), which seems to 
haye been written after the other, and may not improperly 
be classed among the romances ; as may also the foUowing, 
which is preserved in the same volume : viz. 

18. Otoaine Myles (fol. 90), giving an account of the 
wonders of St. Patrick*s Purgatory. This is a translation 
into verse of the story related in Mat. Paris's Hist. (sub ann. 
1153.) — It is in distichs beginning thus : 

God >at ys so ftOl of mygbt 
In the same manuscript are three or four other narrative 
poems, which might be reckoned among the romances; but 
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belog rather religious legends, I shall barely mention them: 
as, Tundale, f. 17. Wrentale Sei Gregorü, f. 84. Jerome^ f. 153. 
Eustache, f. 136. 

19. Octavian imperator^ an ancieut romance of cbivalry, 
is in the same vol. of the Cotton library, f. 20. — Notwith- 
Standing the name, this old poem has notbing in common 
witb tbe bifltory of tbe Roman emperors. It is in a very 
peculiar kind of stanza, wbereof 1, 2, 3, and 5, rbyme to- 
gether, as do 4 and 6. It begins thus : 

Ihesu Jrat was with apere ystonge. 

In tbe public library at Cambridge^, is a poem witb the 
same title, that begins very differently: 

Lyttyll and mykyll, olde and yonge. 

20. Eglamour of Artas (or Artoys) is preserved in the same 
vol. witb tbe foregoing, both in the Cotton library and public 
library at Cambridge. It is also in the Editor's folio MS. 
p. 295, where it is divided into six parts. — A printed copy is 
in tbe Bodleian library, c. 39, art. Seid., and also among Mr. 
Garrick's old plays, K. vol. x. It is in distichs, and begins 
thus: 

Ihesu Crist of heven kyng. 

21. Syr Triamore (in stanz as of six lines) is preserved in 
MS. in the Editor's volume , p. 210, and in the public library 
at Cambridge (690, §. 29. Vid. Cat. MSS. p. 394). — Two 
printed copies are extant in the Bodleian library, and among 
Mr. Garrick*8 plays in the same volumes witb the last article. 
Both the Editor's MS. and the printed copies begin, 

Nowe Jesu Ohryste our heven kynge. 

The Cambridge copy thus; 

Heven blys that all shaU wynne. 

22. Sir Degree (Degare, or Degore, which last seems the 
true title,) in five parts, in distichs, is preserved in the Edi- 
tor's folio MS. p. 371, and in the public library at Cambridge 
(ubi supra). — A printed copy is in the Bod. library, c. 39, 

9 No. 690 (80). Yide Ozon. Catalog. H6S. p. 394. 
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ajt. Seid, and among Mr. Garrick's plays, K. vol. ix. — The 
£ditor*8 MS. and the printed copies begin, 

Lordinge, and you wyl holde you Bijh 

The Cambridge MS. has it, 

Lystenytb, lordingis, gente and fre. 

23. Ipomydon (or Chylde Ipomydon) ia preserved among 
the Harl. MSS. 2252 (44). It is in distichs, and begins, 

Mekely, lordyngis, gentylle and fre. 
In fhe librarj of Lincobi Cathedral, K k. 3. 10, is an old 
imperfect printed copy, wanting the whole first sheet A. 

24. The Squyr of Lowe Degre, is one ofthose burlesqued 
by Chaucer in his Rhyme of Thopas lo. — Mr. Garrick has a 
printed copy of this among his old plays, K. toI. ix. It 
begins, 

It was a squyer of lowe degre, 

That l<jved the kings daughter of Hongre. 

25. Hüiorye of K. Richard Cure [^Coswr] de Lyon, [Impr. 
W. de Worde, 1528, 4to,] is preserved in the Bodleian library, 
c. 39, art. Seiden. A fragment of it is also remaining in the 
Edinburgh MS. of old English poems; no. xxxvi. in 2 leaves. 
A large extract from this romance has been given already 
above , p. 16. Richard was the peculiar patron of Chivalry, 
and favourite of the old Minstrels and Troubadours. See 
Warton's Observ. vol. i. p. 29; vol. ii. p. 40. 

26. Of the following I have only seen No. 27, but I be- 
lieve they may all be referred to the class of romances. 

The Knighi of Courtesy and the Lady ofFaguel (Bodl. lib. 
c. 39, art. Sheld. a printed copy). This Mr. Warton thinks 
is the Story of Coucy's Heart, related in Fauchet, and in 
Howers Letters [V. i. s. 6, 1. 20. See Wart. Obs. v. ii. p. 40]. 
The Editor has seen a very beautiful old ballad on this sub- 
ject in French. 

27. The four following are all preserved in the MS. so 

^ This is allnded to by Shakspeare in his Henry Y, (act. y.), where 
Fluellyn teils Pistol , he will make him a Bquire of Low Degree, when ha 
means to knock him down. 
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often referred to in the public librarj at Cambridge (690. 
Appendix to Bp. More's MSS. in Cat. M8S. tom. ii. p. 394), 
viz. The Lay ofErle ofTholouse (No. 27), of which the Editor 
hath also a copy from "Cod. MSS. Mu8.A8hmdl. Oxon." The 
first line of both is, 

Jesus Chryste in Trynyte. 

28? Roherd Kynge of Cysyll (or Sicily), shewing the fall of 
Pride. Of this there is also a copy among the Marl. MSS. 
1703 (3; The Cambridge MS. begins, 

Princis that be prowde in prese. 

29. Le hone Florence ofRome^ beginning thus: 

As ferre as men ride or gone. 

30. Dioclesian the Emperour, beginning, 

Som tyme ther was a noble man. 

31. The two knightly brothers, Amys and Amelion (among 
the Harl. MSS. 2386, §. 42), is an old Romance of chivalr^; 
as is also, I believe, the fragment of the Lady Belesant, the 
Duke of Lombardy's fair daughter^ mentioned in the same 
article. See the Catalog. vol. ii. 

32. In the Edinburgh MS. so often referred to (preserved 
in the Advocates* library, W. 4. 1), might probably be found 
some other articles to add to this list, as well as other copies 
of some of the pieces mentioned in it; for the whole volume 
contains not fewer than 37 Poems or Romances, some of 
them very long. But as many of them have lost the be- 
ginnings, which have been cut out for the sake of the il- 
luminations; and as I have not had an opportunity of examin- 
ing the MS. myself , I shall be content to mention only the 
articles that followi: viz. 

An old Romance about Rouland (not, I believe, the famous 
Paladine, but a champion named Rouland Louth; query), 
being in the volume, no. xxvii. in 5 leaves, and wants the 
beginning. 

1 Some of these I give, though mutilated and divested of their titles, 
because they may enable a curions inqnirer to complete or improve other 
copies. 
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33. Another Romance, that seems to be a kind of con- 
tinuation of this last, entitled Otuel a KnigTit (no. zzviii.), in 
11 leayes and a half. The two firet lines are, 

Herkneth both singe and old. 
Tbat willen heren of battailes bold. 

34. The King ofTars (no. iv. in 5 leaves and a half; it is 
also in the Bodleian library, MS. Vemon, f. 304), beginning 

thos: 

Herlcneth to me boih eld and zlng, 
For Maries love that swete thing. 

35. A Tale or Bomance (no. i. 2 leaves) that wants both 
beginning and end. The first lines uow remaining are, 

Th Erl bim graunted bis will y-wis. tbat tbe knicbt bim baden y told. 
The Baronnis tbat were of mikle pris. befor bim tbay weren y^cald. 

36. Another mutilated Tale or Romance (no. iü. 4 leaves) 
The first lines at present are, 

To Mr. Steward will y gon. and teilen bim tbe sothe of the 
Beseyved bestow sone anon. gif zou will serve and with bir be. 

37. A mutilated Tale or Romance (no. xi. in 13 leaves) 
The two first lines that occur are, 

Tbat riebe Dooke bis fest gan hold 
With Erls and with Baronns bold. 

I cannot conclude my account of this curions manuscript, 
witiiout acknowledging that I was indebted to the friendship 
of the Bev. Dr. Blair, the ingenious Professor of Beiles 
Lettres in the University of Edinburgh, for whatever I 
leamed of its contents, and for the important additions it 
enabled me to make to the foregoing list. 

To the preceding articles, two ancient metrical romances 
in the Scottish dialect may now be added, which are pub- 
lished in Pinkerton's Scottish Poems, reprinted from scarce 
editions, Lond. 1792, in 3 vols. 8vo, viz. 

38. Gawan and Gologras, a Metrical Romance; from an 
edition printed at Edinburgh, 1508, 8vo, beginning, 

In the tyme of Artbar, as trew men me tald. 

It is in stanzas of thirteen lines. 




B0& tkcK ^w&ieb ezkifaES A» «nkn of tLe oii alEtcnüie 

Maus A» dioct tz^pfets of ^e rimuaui^ #f rottniai} sre 
jadgedtobeuoldistketzflMaf ovrKa^HiaijTLT bein^ 
mfif^xcmäj tke procbictBOB of an oLi p*:«c. tkos oKBiäoBcd bj 
AnboV öl ^ ^Lament for &e Detk of the MsUsb:* 

Clerk of TzasBeas c& b ies aifc«. 

It will Kazce be mecesazjr to rmnid the readez-, ttat 
rMTMMtUfli H evident Tarae-ITflääB^. ceiebnfeed sr ^e 
oid b^IIad of die Mania^ of Sir dncmmu See p^ ti; «ad 
■o. xzz. book ixL of ^is ^ohoae. 

MsBj Bev lefezeseeB. and peilt^ps some additioBal aiti- 
des migkK be added lo the foiegoiii^ tisfi crom Mr. Waitan*s 
Butory ofEn^iak Pfxtry, 3 toI^ -ko^ azui ixcin tbe Kotes to 
3fr. TTnrkitt 5 improred editzon of ChaiK^r s CoUerdMry 
ToUm, kc^ in 5 Tois^ iB'vo. whidi bave been pabts^Led smce 
ihm Eaajr A^c vas fini composed; bei ift vill be ladficient 
oaee te aH lo refer die c miw» icado- lo tboM popolar 



The reader wül also aee aianj ime i eatlu g pazticBlan oa 
tfae sobject of tfaese ToloBies. as well as oo aiost poiMla of 
general literatnre. in Sir John Hawkinss cozioas Hur^mjß mf 
3AMe, &e.. in 5 TofaiBcSy 4io; as abo in Dr. Bnniejs flbt, 

Ibe^ in 4 toUu 'ko. 
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Is printed verbatim from the old MS. described in the 
eface. The Editor believes it more ancient than it will 
pear to be at firet sight; the transcriber ofthat manuscript 
vixLg reduced the oröiography and style in many instances 
the Standard of his own times. 

The incidents of the mantle and the knife have not, that 
an recoUect, been borrowed from any other writer. The 
mer of these evidently suggested to Spenser his conceit of 
jrimel's girdle, b. iv. c. 5, st. 3. 

That girdle gave the virtue of chaste love 

And wivehood true to all that did it beare ; 

But whosoever contrarie doth prove, 

Mlght not the same about her middle weare, 

Bat it would loose or eise asonder teare. 

So it happened to the false Florimel , st. 16, when 

being brought, about her middle amall 

They thooght to gird, as best it her became, 

But by no means they could it thereto frame, 

For ever as they fastned it, it loosM 

And feil away, as feeling secret blame, &c. 
That all men wondred at the uncouth sight 

And each one thought as to their fancies came. 

But she herseif did think it done for spight, 

And touched was with secret wrath and shame 

Therewith, as thing deviz'd her to defame : 

Then many other ladies likewise tride 

About their tender loynes to knit the same, 

But it would not on none of them abide, 
But when they thought it fast, eftsoones it was untide. 

Thereat all knights gan laugh and ladies lowre, 
Till that at last the gentle Amoret 
Likewise assayed to prove that girdle^s powre. 
And having it about her middle set 
Did find it fit withouten breach or let, 
Whereat the rest gan greatly to envle. 
But Florimel exceedingly did fret, 
And snatching from her band, &c. 

Percy. HL 3 
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In the third day of may, 
To Carleile did come 
A kind curteous child, 
That cold much of wisdome. 

A kirtle and a mantle 5 

This child had uppon, 
With *brouclie8* and ringes 
Füll richelye bedone. 

He had a sute of silke 

About bis middle drawne; 10 

Without he cold of curtesye 

He tbougbt itt much shame. 

God speed thee , king Arthur, 

Sittmg at thy meate : 

And the goodly queene Gu^never, 15 

I cannott her forgett. 

I teil you, lords, in this hall; 

I hett you all to *heede;' 

Except you be the more surer 

Is you for to dread. 20 

He plucked out of bis ^potemer/ 
And longer wold not dwell, 
He pulled forth a pretty mantle| 
Betweene two nut-shells. 

Have thou here, king Arthur; 25 

Have thou beere of mee : 
Give itt to thy comely queene 
Shapen as itt is alreadye. 

Itt sball never become that wiffe, 

That hath once done amisse. 30 

y. 7, branohes. MS. V. 18, heate. MS. V. 81, poterver. MS. 

3* 
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Then eyeiy knigfat in the kings court 
Began to care for ^his.* 

Forth came dame Ga^neyer; 

To the mantle shee her/hied;* 

The ladje shee was newfangle, 35 

Bat yett shee was affirayd. 

When shee had taken the mantle; 

She stoode as shee had beene madd: 

It was from the top to the toe 

As sheeres had itt shread. 40 

One while was it 'gole;' 
Another while was itt greene ; 
Another while was it wadded : 
111 itt did her beseeme. 

Another while was it blacke 45 

And bore the worst hue : 

By my troth, qaoth king Arthur, 

I thinke thoa be not tnie. 

Shee threw downe the mantle, 

That bright was of blee ; 50 

Fast with a nidd redd, 

To her, Chamber can shee flee. 

She corst the wearer, and the walker, 

That clothe that had wrooght; 

And bade a yengeance on his crowne, 55 

That hither hath itt bronght 

I had rather be in a wood, 

Under a greene tree ; 

Then in king Arthurs court 

Shamed for to bee. 60 

Y. 38, Ida wiffe. M8. Y. 34, bided. M8. Y. 41, ganle. MS. 
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Kay calied forth bis ladye, 

And bade her come neere ; 

Saies , Madam , and thou be guiltye, 

I pray thee bold thee there. 

Fortb came bis ladye 65 

Sbortlye and anon; 
Boldlye to tbe mantle 
Tben is sbee gone. 

Wben sbe bad tane tbe mantle, 

And cast it ber about; 70 

Tben was sbee bare 

*Before all tbe rout.' 

Tben every knigbt, 

Tbat was in tbe kings court, 

Talked, laugbed, and sbowted 75 

Füll oft att tbat sport. 

Sbee tbrew downe tbe mantle, 

Tbat brigbt was of blee ; 

Fast, witb a red rudd, 

To ber cbamber can sbee flee. 80 

Fortb came an old knigbt 
Pattering ore a creede, 
And be proferred to tbis little boy 
Twenty markes to bis meede; 

And all tbe time of tbe Gbristmasse 85 

Willinglye to ffeede; 
For wby tbis mantle migbt 
Doe bis wiffe some need. 

Wben sbe bad tane tbe mantle, 

Of clotb tbat was made, 90 

y. 75, laaged. MS. 
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Fortb eaae Onddockes la^ 

Sboitlje and anon; 

Bot b^ädlye to tbe manlie 

Tben is diee gone. 110 

Wben ahe bad tane tiie mande. 

And caat it her abont, 

Upp alt ber gieat toe 

ft began to ainkle andezowt: 

Shee Said, bowe downe, manüey 115 

And diame me not fbr noogfat. 

Onee I did andflse, 

I teil you certainlje, 

Wben I Jdst Craddockes rnondi 

Under a greene tree; 120 

Wben 1 kist Craddockes moatb 

Bef ore be manjed mee. 
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When shee had her shreeven, 

And her sines shee had tolde; 

The mantle stoode about her 125 

Bight as shee wold : 

Seemelye of coulour 

Glittering like gold : 

Then every knight in Arthurs court 

Did her behold. 130 

Then spake dame Gu^never 
To Arthur our king; 
She hath tane yonder mantle 
Not with right, but with wronge. 

See you not yonder woman, 135 

That maketh her seif soe *cleane?' 
I have seene tane out of her bedd 
Of men fiveteene ; 

Priests, clarkes, and wedded men 

From her bedeene : 140 

Yett shee taketh the mantle, 

And maketh her seif cleane. 

Then spake the little boy, 

That kept the mantle in hold; 

Sayes, king, chasten thy wiffe, 145 

Of her words shee is to bold: 

Shee is a bitch and a witch, 

And a whore bold : 

King, in thine owne hall 

Thou art a cuckold. 150 

The little boy stoode 
Looking out a dore ; 

V. 134, wright. MS. V. 136, cleare. MS. V. 140, by deene. MS. 
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'And there as he was lookinge 
He was wäre of a wyld bore.* 

He was wäre of a wyld bore, 155 

Wold have werryed a man: 

He puUd forth a wood kniffe, 

Fast thither that he ran : 

He brought in the bores head, 

And quitted him like a man. 160 

He brought in the bores head. 

And was wonderous bold : 

He Said there was never a cuckolds kniffe 

Carve itt that cold. 

Some rubbed their knives 165 

Uppon a whetstone : 

Some threw them under the table, 

And Said they had none. 

King Arthur, and the child 

Stood lookiog upon them; ^ 170 

All their knives edges 

Tumed backe againe. 

Craddocke had a little knive 

Of iron and of steele; 

He britled the bores head 175 

Wonderous weele ; 

That every knight in the kings court 

Had a morssell. 

The little boy had a home, 

Of red gold that ronge : 180 

He Said, there was noe cuckolde 

Shall drinke of my home ; 

But he shold it sheede 

Either behind or befome. 

V. 170, them upon. MS. V. 175, or birtled. MS. 
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Some shedd on their Shoulder, 185 

And some on their knee ; 

He that cold not hitt his mouthe, 

Put it in his eye : 

And he that was a cuckold 

Every man might him see. 190 

Craddocke wan the home, 

And the bores head : 

His ladie wan the mantle 

Unto her meede. 

Everye such a lovely ladye 195 

Grod send her weil to speede. 



n. 

Is chiefly taken from the fragment of an old ballad in the 
ditor's MS. , which he has reason to believe more ancient 
lan the time of Chaucer, and what fumished that bard with 
LS Wife of BaiKs Tale. The original was so extremely 
utilated, half of every leaf being tom away, that without 
jge Supplements, &c. it was deemed improper for this col- 
iCtion: these it has therefore received, such as they are. 
hey are not here pattticularly pointed out, because the 
ragment itself will now be found printed at the end of this 
)lume. 

PART THE FIRST. 

King Abthus lives in merry Carleile, 

And seemely is to see ; 
And there with him queene Guenever, 

That bride soe bright of blee. 

And there with him queene Guenever, 5 

That bride so bright in bowre: 
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And all his barons about him stoode, 
That were both stiffe and stowre. 

The king a royale Ghristmasse kept, 
With mirth and princelye cheare ; 

To him repahred many a knighte, 
That came both farre and neare. 

And when they were to dinner sette, 

And cups went freely round: 
Before them came a fair dams^lle, 

And knelt upon the groond. 

A boone, a boone, kinge Arthure, 

I beg a boone of thee ; 
Avenge me of a carlish knighte, 

Who hath shent my love and mee. 

At Teame^Wadlingi his Castle Stands, 

Near to that lake so fair, 
And proudlye rise the battlements, 

And streamers deck the air. 

Noe gentle knighte, nor ladye gay, 

May pass that castle-wall: 
But from that foule discurteoüs knighte, 

Mishappe will them befalle. 

Hee*s twice the size of common men, 
Wi* thewes, and sinewes stronge. 

And on his backe he bears a dubbe, 
That is both thicke and longo. 

1 Teame-WadUng \b the name of a small lake near Hesketh in Ca 
laud, on the road from Penrith to Carlislo. There is a tradition, tl 
old Castle once stood near the lake, the remalns of which were noi 
since visible. Team, in the dialect of that conntry, signifies a small 
and is still in ose. 
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Tills grimme bar6ne 'twas our harde happe, 

But yester mome to see; 
When to bis bowre he bare my loYe, 35 

And sore misased mee. 

And when I told him , king Arthure 

As lyttle shold him spare ; 
Goe teil, sayd hee, that cuckold kinge, 

To meete mee if he dare. 40 

üpp then sterted king Arthure, 

And sware by hille and dale, 
He ne'er wolde quitt that grimme barone, 

Till he had made him quail. 

Goe fetchmy swordExcalibar: 45 

Goe saddle mee my steede ; 
Nowe, by my faye, that grimme baröne 

Shall rue tiiis ruthfulle deede. 

And when he came to Teame Wadlinge 
Benethe the Castle walle : 50 

^^Come forth; comeforth; thou proude ba^ne, 
Or jdelde thyself my thralle." 

On magicke grounde that Castle stoode, 

And fenc'd with many a spelle : 
Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, 55 

But straite bis courage feile. 

Forth then rush'd that carlish knight, 

Edng Arthur feite the charme : 
His sturdy sinewes lost their strengthe, 

Downe sunke his feeble arme: 60 

Nowe yield thee, yield thee, kinge Arthure, 

Now yield thee, unto mee: 
Or fighte with mee, or lose thy lande, 

Noe better termes maye bee, 
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Unlesse thou sweare upon the rood, 65 

And promise on thy faye, 
Here to retume to Tearne-Wadling, 

Upon the new-yeare's daye: 

And bringe me worde what thing it is 

All women moste desyre: 70 

This is thy ransome, Arthur, he sayes, 

Ile have noe other hyre. 

King Arthur then helde up his hande, 

And sware upon his faye, 
Then tooke his leave of the grimme barone, 75 

And faste hee rode awaye. 

And he rode east, and he rode west, 

And did of all inquyre, 
What thing it is all women crave, 

And what they most desyre 80 

Some told him riches, pompe, or state; 

Some rayment fine and brighte 5 
Some told him mirthe ; some flatterye ; 

And some a joUye knighte. 

In letters all king Arthur wrote, 85 

And seal'd them with his ringe : 
But still his minde was helde in doubte, 

Each tolde a difFerent thinge. 

As ruthfalle he rode over a more. 

He saw a ladye sette 90 

Betweene an oke, and a greene holMye, 

All clad in red 2 scarlette. 

2 Thia was a common phrase in cur cid writers; so Chancer, inlds 
Prologue to the Cant. Tales, says of the Wlfe of Bath: 
Her hosen were of fyne scarlet red. 
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Her noBe was crookt and tumd outwkrde, 

Her chin stoode all awrye ; 
And where as sholde have been her mouthe, 95 

Lo ! there was set her eye : 

Her haires , like serpents , clung aboute 

Her cheekes of deadlye hewe : 
A worse-form'd ladye than she was, 

No man mote ever viewe. 100 

To hail the king in seemelye sorte 

This ladye was fülle faine : 
But king Arthure all sore amaz*d, 

No aunswere made againe. 

What wight art thou, the ladye sayd, 105 

That wilt not speake to mee ; 
Sir, I may chance to ease thy paine, 

Though I bee foule to see. 

If thou wilt ease my paine, he sayd, 

And helpe me in my neede ; 110 

Aßk what thou wilt, thou grimme ladye, 

And it shall bee thy meede. 

swcare mee this upon the roode, 

And promise on thy faye ; 
And here the secrette I will teile, 115 

That shall thy ransome paye. 

King Arthur promis^d on his faye. 

And sware upon the roode ; 
The secrette then the ladye told, 

As lightlye well shee cou'de. 120 

Now this shall be my paye, sir king, 

And this my guerdon bee, 
That some yong fair and courtlye knight, 

Thou bringe to marrye mee. 
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Fast then pricked king Arthure 
Ore hille, and dale, and downe: 

And soone he founde the barone's bawre : 
And soone the grimme baroune. 

He bare his clubbe upon bis backe, 
Hee stoode bothe stiffe and stronge ; 

And, when he had the letters reade, 
Awaye the lettres flunge. 

Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lands. 

All forfeit unto mee; 
For this is not thy paye, sir king, 

Nor may thy ransome bee. 

Yet hold thy band, thou proud baröne, 

I praye thee hold thy band 5 
And give mee leave to speake once more 

In reskewe of my land. 

This mome, as I came over a more, 

I saw a ladye sette 
Betwene an oke , and a greene holl^ye, 

All clad in red scarl^tte. 

Shee sayes, all women will have their wille, 

This is their chief desyre ; 
Now yield, as thou art a barone true, 

That I have payd mine hyre. 

An earlye vengeaunce light on her! 

The carlish baron swore: 
Shee was my sister tolde thee this, 

And shee's a mishapen whore. 

But here I will make ndne avowe, 

To do her as ill a turne: 
For an ever I may that foule theefe gette, 

In a fyre I will her bume. 
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PART THE SBCONDB. 

HoMEWABDE pricked king Arthure, 

And a wearye man was hee ; 
And soone he mette queene Guenever, 

That bride 8o bright of blee. 

Whatnewes! whatnewes! thou noble king, 5 

Howe , Arthur, hast thou sped? 
Where hast thou hung the carlish knighte? 

And where bestow'd his head? 

The carlish knight is safe for mee. 

And free fro mortal härme : 10 

On magicke grounde his Castle Stands, 

And fenc'd with many a charme. 

To bowe to him I was fülle faine. 

And yielde mee to his hand : 
And but for a lothly ladye , there 15 

I sholde have lost my land. 

And nowe this fills my hearte with woe. 

And sorrowe of my life ; 
I swore a yonge and courtlye knight, 

Sholde marry her to his wife. 20 

Then bespake him sir Gawkine, 

That was ever a gentle knighte : 
That lothly ladye I will wed ; 

Therefore be menye and lighte. 

Now naye, nowe naye, good sir Gawkine; 25 

My sister's sonne yee bee; 
This lothlye ladye*s all too grimme, 

And all too foule for yee. 

Her nose is crookt and tum*d outwkrde ; 
Her chin Stands all awrye; 30 
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A worse fonn'd ladye than shee is 
Was never seen with eye. 

What though her chin stand all awrye, 

And shee be foule to see: 
ril many her, unkle, for thy sake, 35 

And ril thy ransome bee. 

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes , good sir Gawkine ; 

And a blessing thee betyde ! 
To-morrow wee'U have knights and squires, 

And wee*Il goe fetch thy bride. 40 

And wee'U have hawkes and wee'll have houndes, 

To Cover our intent ; 
And wee'll away to the greene forest, 

As wee a hunting went. 

Sir Lancelot, sir Stephen bolde, 45 

They rode with them that daye ; 
And foremoste of the companye 

There rode the stewarde Kaye : 

Soe did sir Banier and sir Bore, 

And eke sir Garratte keene ; 50 

Sir Tristram too, that gentle knight, 

To the forest freshe and greene. 

And when they came to the greene forr^st, 

Beneathe a faire holley tree 
There säte that ladye in red scarl^tte 55 

That unseemelye was to see. 

Sir Kay beheld that lady*s face, 

And looked upon her sweere ; 
Whoever kisses that ladye, he sayes, 

Of his kisse he Stands in feare. 60 
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Sir Kay beheld that ladye againe, 

And looked apon her snout; 
Whoever kisses that ladye , he sayes, 

Of his kisse he Stands in doubt. 

Peace, brother Kay, sayde sir Gawkine, 65 

And amend thee of thy life: 
For there is a knight amongst us all, 

Most marry her to his wife. 

What marry this foule queane , quoth Kay, 
r the devirs name anone; 70 

Gett mee a wife wherever I maye. 
In sooth shee shall be none. 

Then some tooke ap their hawkes in haste, 

And some took ap their houndes ; 
And sayd they wolde not marry her, 75 

For cities , nor for townes. 

Then bespake him king Arthure, 

And sware there by Siis daye ; 
For a little foule sighte and mislikinge, 

Yee shall not say her naye. 80 

Peace, lordings, peace; sir Gawaine sayd; 

Nor make debate and strife ; 
This lothlye ladye I will take. 

And marry her to my wife. 

Nowe thankes, nowe thankes, good sir Gawaine, 85 

And a blessinge be thy meede I 
For as I am thine owne lady^, 

Thou never shalt rue this deede. 

Then up they took that lothly dame. 

And home anone they bringe : 90 

And there sir Gawaine he her wed. 

And married her with a ringe. 
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And when they were in wed-bed laid, 

And all were done awaye : 
"Come tume to mee, mine owne wed-lord, 95 

Come tume to mee I praye." 

Sir Grawaine scant could lift bis head, 

For sorrowe and for care ; 
When, lol instead ofthat lothelye dame, 

Hee sawe a young ladye faire. 100 

Sweet blushes stayn'd her rud-red cheeke, 

Her eyen were blacke as sloe: 
The ripening cherrye swellde her lippe, 

And all her necke was snowe. 

Sir Grawaine kiss'd that lady faire, 105 

Lying upon the sheete : 
And swore , as he was a true knighte, 

The spiee was never so sweete. 

Sir Gawaine kiss*d that lady brighte, 

Lying there by bis side : 110 

"The fairest flower is not soe faire : 

Thou never can*st bee my bride." 

I am thy bride , mine owne deare lorde, 

The same whiche thou didst knowe, 
That was soe lothlye, and was wont 115 

Upon the wild more to goet 

Nowe, gcntle Gawaine, chuse, quoth shee, 

And make thy choice with care; 
Whether by night, or eise by daye, 

Shall I be foule or faire ? 120 

"To have thee foule still in the night, 

When I with thee should playe I 
I had rather farre, my lady deare, 

To have thee foule by daye." 
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What when gaye ladyes goe with their lordes 125 

To drinke the ale and wine ; 
Alas ! then I must hide myself, 

I must not goe with mlne? 

"My faire lady^, sir Gawaine sayd, 

I yield me to thy skille ; 130 

Because thou art mine owne lady^ 

Thou shalt have all thy wille." 

Nowe blessed be thou, sweete Gawkine, 

And the daye that I thee see ; 
For as thou seest mee at this time, 135 

Soe shall I ever bee. 

My father was an aged knighte, 

And yet it chanced soe, 
He tooke to wife a false lady^, 

Whiche broughte me to this woe. 140 

Shee witch*d mee , being a faire yonge maide, 

In the greene forest to dwelle ; 
And there to abide in lothlye ehape, 

Most like a fieud of helle. 

Midst mores and mosses ; woods, andwilds; 145 

To lead a lonesome life: 
Till some yong faire and courtlye knighte 

Wolde marrye me to bis wife : 

Nor fully to gaine mine owne trewe shapc, 
Such was her devilish skille; 150 

üntil he wolde yielde to be mÜd by mee, 
And let mee have all my wille. 

She witchd my brothcr to a carlish boore. 

And made him stiffe and stronge ; 
And built him a bowre on magicke grounde, 155 

To live by rapine and wi-onge. 

4* 
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But now the spelle is broken throughe, 

And wronge is tumde to righte; 
Henceforth I shall bee a fair ladj^, 

And hee be a gentle knighte. 160 



m. 

This song is more modern than many of those which fol- 
low it, but is placed here for the sake of the subjeet. It was 
sang before Queen Elizabeth at the grand entertainment at 
Kenilworth Castle in 1575, and was probably composed for 
that occasion. In a letter describing those festivities it is 
thus mentioned: "AMinstral came forth with a sollem song, 
warranted for story out of K. Arthur's acts, whereof I gat a 
copy, and is this: 

"So it feil out on a Pentecoat," &c. 

After the song the narrative proceeds; "At this the 
Minstrell made a pause and a curtezy for Primus Passus/ 
More of the song is thear, but I gatt it not." 

The story in Morte Arthur, whence it is taken, runs as 
follows: "Came a messenger hastely from king Ryence of 
North Wales, — saying, that king Ryence had discomfited 
and overcomen eleaven kings , and everiche of them did him 
homage, and that was this: they gave him their beards cleane 
flayne off, — wherefore the messenger came for king Arthur's 
beard, for king Ryence had purfeled a mantell with kings 
beards, and there lacked for one a place of the mantell, where- 
fore he sent for his beard, or eise he would enter into his lands, 
and brenn and slay, and never leave tili he have thy head 
and thy beard. Well, said king Arthur, thou hast said thy 
message, which is the most villainous and lewdest message 
that ever man heard sent to a king. Also thou mayest see 
my beard is füll young yet for to make a purfell of , but teil 
thou the king that — or it be long he shall do to me homage 
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on both bis knees, or eise be sball leese bis bead." [B. i. c. 24. 
See also tbe same Bomance, b. i. c. 92.] 

Tbe tbougbt seems to be originally taken from JeflF. 
Monmoutb's Hist. b. x. c. 3, wbicb is alluded to by Drayton 
in bis Poly-Olb. Song iy., and by Spenser in Paer. Queen, vi. 1 
13,15. SeeWarton's Observations on Spenser, vol.ii.page 223. 

Tbe foUowing text is composed of tbe best readings se- 
lected from tbree different copies. Tbe first in Enderbie's 
Cambria Triumpbans, p. 197. Tbe second in tbe Letter 
above mentioned. And tbe tbird inserted in MS. in a copy 
of Morte Artbur, 1632, in tbe Bodl. library. 

Stow teils US, tbat king Artbur kept bis round table at 
"diverse places, but especially at Carlion, Winebester, and 
Camalet, in Somersetsbire." Tbis Camalet, ^'sometimes a 
famous towne or Castle, is situate on a very bigb tor or bill," 
&c. [See an exact description in Stow's Annais, ed. 1G31, p. 55.] 



As it feil out on a Pentecost day, 
King Artbur at Camelot kept bis court royall, 

Witb bis faire queene dame Guenever tbe gay; 
And many bold barons sitting in ball ; 
Witb ladies attired in purple and pall; 

And beraults in bewkes , booting on bigb, 

Cryed Largesse, Largesse, Chevaliers tres-hardieK 

A dougbty dwarfe to tbe uppermost deas 
Rigbt pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee; 

Witb Steven friUe stoute amids all tbe preas, 
Sayd, Nowe sir king Artbur, Grod save tbee, and see! 
Sir Ryence of Nortb-gales greetetb well tbee, 

And bids tbee tby beard anon to bim send, 

Or eise from tby jaws be will it off rend. 

1 Larff$88€, Largesse. The heralds resounded these words as oft as they 
reeeived the botinty of tho knights. See Memoires de la ChevcUerie, tom. i. 
p. 99. — The expression is still used in the form of installing knights of tho 
garter. 



54 KING BYENCB^S CHALLENaH. 

For his robe of state is a rieh scarlet mantle, 
With eleven kings beards bordered^ about, 

And there is room leffce yet in a kantle, 
For thine to stände, to make the twelfth out: 
This most be done, be thou never so stout; 

This must be done , I teil thee no fable, 

Maugre the teethe of all thy round table. 

When this mortal message from his mouthe past, 
Great was the noyse bothe in hall and in bower: 

The king fiim'd; the queene screecht; ladies were aghast; 
Princes puflTd ; barons blustred ; lords began lower ; 
Knights stormed; squires startled, like steeds in a stower: 

Pages and yeomen yell'd out in the hall, 

Then in came sir Kay, the *king*s' seneschal. 

Silence, my soveraignes, quoth this courteous knight, 
And in that stound the stowre began still : 

*Then* the dwarfe's dinner füll deerely was dight; 
Of wine and wassel he had his wille : 
And, when he had eaten and drunken his fill, 

An hundred pieces of fine coyned gold 

Were given this dwarf for his message bold. 

But say to sir Ryence, thou dwarf, quoth the king, 
That for his bold message I do him defye 5 

And shortlye with basins and pans will him ring 
Out of North-gales ; where he and I 
With swords, and not razors, quickly shall trye, 

Whether he, or king Arthur will prove the best barbor; 

And therewith he shook his good sword Esealkbor. 
» » « « » 



*^* Strada , in his Prolusions , has ridiculed the story of 
the giant's mantle , made of the beards of kings. 

2 t. e. set round the border, aa fora are now round the gowns of magis- 
trates. 



.KI«a ARTHUa's DB ATH. 56 

IV. 

A FRAaMEHT. 

The sabject of this ballad is eiridently taken from the old 
romance Morte Arthur , but with some variations , especially 
in the concluding stanzas ; in which the author seems rather 
to follow the traditions of the old Welsh bards, who "be- 
lieved that King Arthur was not dead, but conveied awaie 
by the Fairies into some pleasant place, where he should 
remaine for a time, and then retume againe and reign in as 
great authority as ever." — Holinshed, b. v. c. 14; or, as it is 
expressed in an old Chronicle printed at Antwerp 1493, by 
Ger. de Leew, "The Bretons supposen, that he [K. Arthur] 
— shall come yet and conquere all Bretaigne , for certes this 
is the prophicye of Merlyn: He sayd, that his deth shall be 
doubteous; and sayd soth, for men thereof yet have daubte, 
and shullen for ever more , — for men wyt not whether that 
he lyveth or is dede." See more ancient testimonies in 
Selden's Notes on Poly Olbion, Song iii. 

This fragment, being very incorrect and imperfect in the 
original MS., hath reeeived some conjectural emendations, 
and even a Supplement of three or four stanzas composed 
firom the romance of Morte Arthur, 



On Trinitye Mondaye in the mome, 
This sore battayle was doom'd to bee ; 

Where manye a knighte cry*d, Well-awayel 
Alacke , it was the more pittie. 

Ere the first crowinge of the cocke, 5 

When as the kinge in his bed laye. 
He thoughte sir G-awaine to him came^, 

And there to him these wordes did saye. 

1 Sir Gawaine had been killed at Arthur^s landing on his retarn tvom 
abroad. See tho next ballad, ver. 73. 



56 nxG akihuk'b oeaxb. 

Xowe, MS von are mme unkle deare. 

And as joa prixe toht life. Iku daye 10 

O meet not with yoar foe in fighte; 

Pnn off the battajle, if yee maje. 

FoT sir Lanncelot is nowe in Frannce, 
And with him manj an haidj-e knighte: 

Who will within this moneth be backe, 11^ 

And will assiste jee in tbe fighte. 

The kinge then eall*d bis nobles alL 

Befoie the breakinge of the daye; 
And tolde them howe sir Gawaine came. 

And there to him these wordes did saye. 2(P 

His nobles all this counsayle gare. 

That eariye in the moming. hee 
Shold send awaye an heiaold at annes« 

To aske a pariey faire and nee. 

Then twelre good knightes king Arthnr cbose, & 

The best of all that with him wei«: 
To pariey with the foe in field. 

And nuLke with him agieement faire. 

The king he charged all his hoste. 

Inieadines&e thexeforto bee: SQ 

Bat noe man sholde noe weapon «tnrre. 

Unlesse a swori drawne they sboM see. 

And Moidnd on the other parte, 
Twelre of his knights did likewise bringe; 

The best of all his companye, 35 

To hold the pariey with the kinge. 

Sit Mozdxed alsoe chai^^re^ his hoste. 

In leadinesse there ior t;i> bee; 
Bot noe man sholde noe we-apon starret. 

Bat if a sworde drawne ^ev ahold see. 40 



KING ABTHUB^S DEATH. 57 

For lie durste not bis unkle truste, 

Nor he bis nephewe, sothe to teil: 
Alacke! it was a woefulle case, 

Ab ere in Christentye befeile. 

But wben tbey were togetber mette, 45 

And botb to faire aceordance brougbte ; 

And a montb's league betweene tbem sette, 
Before tbe battayle sbolde be fougbte ; 

An addere crept fortb of a busbe, 

Stunge one o' tb' king's knigbtes on tbe knee : 50 
Alacke ! it was a woefulle cbance, 

Ab erer was in Cbristentie. 

Wben tbe knigbte found bim wounded sore, 
And sawe tbe wilde-worm banginge tbere ; 

His sworde be from bis scabberde drewe : 55 

A piteous case, as ye sball beare. 

For wben tbe two bestes sawe tbe sworde, 

Tbey joyned battayle instantlye; 
Till of soe manye noble knigbtes, 

On one side tbere were left but tbree. 60 

For all were slain tbat durst abide. 

And but some fewe tbat fled awaye : 
Ay mee ! it was a bloodye fielde, 

As ere was fougbte on a summer's daye. 

Upon king Artbur*s own party^, 65 

Onlye bimselfe escaped tbere. 
And Lukyn duke of Gloster free. 

And tbe king's butler Bedevere. 

And wben tbe king bebeld bis knigbtes, 
All dead and scattered on tbe melde : 70 

Yer. 41, 42, the folio MS. reads father .... sonne. 



58 KIKG ABTHUB^S DEATH. 

The teares fast trickled downe his face; 
That manlje face in fight so bolde. 

Nowe reste yee all, brave knights, he said, 

Soe true and faithfal to your trust: 
And must yee then, ye valiant hearts, 75 

Be lefte to moulder into dust? 

Most loyal have yee been to mee, 

Most true and faithfal unto deathe : 
And , oh ! to rayse yee up againe, 

How freelye could I yield my breathe 1 80 

But see, the traitor's yet alive, 
Lo where hee stalkes among the deade ! 

Nowe bitterlye he shall abye : 
And vengeance fall upon his head. 

staye, my liege, then sayd the duke; 85 

staye for love and charitie : 
Remember what the vision spake, 

Nor meete your foe, if it may bee. 

0, staye mee not, thou worthye wight, 

This debt my loyal knights I owe : 90 

Betide me life , betide me death, 

1 will avenge them of their foe. 

Then straite he grasp'd his trustye speare, 

And on his horse then mounted hee : 
As his butler holpe him to hie horse, 95 

His bowels gushed to his knee. 

Alas! then sayd the noble king, 

That I should live this sight to see ! 
To see this good knight here be slaine, 

AUfor lüsloveinhelpingmee! 100 



KIHa ABTHUB S DEATH. 0^ 

He put his speare into bis reste, 

And to flir Mordred loud gan crye; 
Nowe sette thyself upon thy guarde, 

For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye. 

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde, 105 

And fierce to meet the king ran hee : 
The king his speare he through him thrust; 

A fathom thorow his bodie. 

When Mordered feit the stroke of death, 
And found that he was wounded soe ; 110 

He thruste himselfe upon the speare, 
And strucke the king a deadlye blowe. 

Then grimmlye dyed sir Mordered, 

Presentlye upon that tree : 
And bloody streames ranne from the kinge 115 

Ere to the duke retumed hee. 

Sir Lukyn tben he thus bespake, 
Sir knighte, thou hast been faithfolle tryde, 

Nowe take my sword Excalibar^, 
That hangs so freelye by my syde : 120 

take my sword Excalibar, 

And there into the river throwe : 
For here, henceforth, benethe this tree. 

All use of weapoDs I foregoe. 

And fare thee well, thou trustye sword, 125 

A better neer had valLant knighte, 
With thee füll ofte, and many a daye, 

Have I withstood my foe in fighte. 

With this good fauchion in my hande, 

Oft have Ireapd the bloody feelde: 130 

2 More commonly called Calibwm, In the follo MS. EacaSberd. 



60 KEKa ABTHÜR^S DEATH. 

But nowe the fatalle houre is come, 
That never more I may thee weelde 

The duke to the river side he went, 
And there his owne sword in threwe he: 

But he kept back Excalibar, 135 

He kept it back in privitie. 

For all of coleyne was the blade ; 

And all the hüte of precious stone; 
And ever alacke ! then sayd the knighte, 

Must such a sword awaye be throwne? 140 

Then backe he came unto the kinge, 
Who sayd, Sir Lukyn, what did yee see? 

Nothing my liege, save that the winde 
Blewe oer the waters faire and free. 

goe againe , then said the kinge, 145 

good sir Lukyn, goe againe: 
Into the rivere throwe my sword, 

Nor keepe me lingering here in paine. 

The duke then to the river went, 

And the kings scabberd in threwe hee : 150 

But hee kept backe Excalibar, 

And hid it undemethe a tree. 

Then backe he came to teil the kinge, 
Who sayde, Sir Lukyn, sawe ye oughte? 

Nothinge, my liege, save that the winde 155 

Nowe with the angrye waters fought. 

Lukyn, Lukyn, said the kinge, 

Twice haste thou dealt deceytfullye : 
Alacke , whom may wee ever truste, 

When suche a knighte soe false can bee? 160 



KING ARTHim^S DEATH. 6l 

Saye, wouldst thou have thy master dead, 

All for a sword that wins thine eye : 
Now goe againe , and throwe it in, 

Or here Öie one of us shall dye. 

The duke, all shent with this rebuke, 165 

No aunswere made unto the kinge : 
But to the rivere tooke the sworde, 

And threwe it far as he coulde flinge. 

A hande and an anne did meete the sworde, 
And flourishd three times in the air; 170 

Then sunke benethe the renninge streme, 
And of the duke was seene noe mair. 

All sore astonied stood the duke ; 

He stood as still , as still mote bee : 
Then hastend backe to teile the kinge ; 175 

Bat he was gone from under the tree. 

Bat to what place he cold not teil, 

For never after hee did him spye: 
Bat hee sawe a bärge goe from the land, 

And hee heard ladyes howle and crye*. 180 

And whether the kinge were there, or not, 

Hee never knewe , nor ever colde : 
For from that sad and direfalle daye, 

Hee never more was seene on molde. 

*** 

V. 178, see. MS. 

8 Not nnlike that passage in Virgil: 

Summoque ulularunt vertice nyxnpluB. 
Ladies was the word our Engliah writers ased for njfmpha: as in the fol- 
ving lines of an old song in the Editor's folio MS. 

** When scorching Phoebus he did mount, 
Then Lady Venus went to hunt: 

To whom Diana did resort, 
With all the Ladyea of hills, and Valleys, 
Of Springs, and floodes," &c. 



62 THB LEGEND OF KING ARTHUE. 



We have here a short summary of Kiog Arthur's history 
as given by Jeff, of Monmouth and the old Chronicles , with 
the addition of a few circumstances from the romance Morte 
Arthur, The ancient chronicle of Ger. de Leew (quoted above 
in p. 55), seems to have been chiefly followed: upon the 
authority of which we have restored some of the names which 
were corrupted in the MS. and have transposed one stanza, 
■which appeared to be misplaced [viz, that beginning at v. 49, 
which in the MS. followed v. 36]. 

Printed from the Editor's ancient folio MS. 



Op Brutus' blood, in Brittaine borne, 

King Arthur I am to name ; 
Through Christendome , and Heathyncsse, 

Well knowne is my worthy fame. 

In Jesus Christ I doe beleeve : 5 

I am a christyan bore : 
The Father, Sone, and Holy Gost 

One God, I doe adore. 

In the four hundred ninetieth yeere, 

0er Brittaine I did rayne, 10 

After my savior Christ bis byrth : 

What time I did maintaine, 

The fellowshipp of the table round, 

Soe famous in those dayesj 
Whereatt a hundred noble knights, 15 

And thirty sat alwayes : 

Vor. 1, Bruite his. MS. 
y. 9, He began his reign a. d. 615, according to tlio Ghronicles. 



THE LEGBND OP KING ARTHUR. 63 

Who for their deeds and martiall feates, 

As bookes done yett record, 
Amongst all other nations 

Wer feared through the world. 20 

And in the Castle off Tyntagill 

King Uther mee begate 
Of Agyana a bewtyous ladye, 

And come of *hie* estate. 

And when I was fifteen yeere old, 25 

Then was I crowned kinge : 
All Brittaine that was att an upröre; 

1 did to quiett bringe. 

And drove the Saxons from the realme, 
Who had opprest this land; 30 

All Scotland then throughe mauly feates 
I conquered with my band. 

Ireland , Denmarke , Norwaye, 

These countryes wan I all ; 
Iseland, Gotheland, and Swetheland; 35 

And made their kings my thrall. 

1 conquered all Gallya, 

That now is called France ; 
And slew the hardye Froll in feild 

My honor to advance. 40 

And the ugly gyaut Dynabus 

Soe terrible to vewe, 
That in Saint Bamards mount did lye, 

By force of armes I slew : 

V. 23. She is named Igerua in the old Chroniclea. V. 24, hia. MS. 

39, Froland field. MS. Froll, according to the Ghronicles, was a Roman 
ghtf governor of Gaul. V. 41, Daniboa. MS. 



64 THE LEaEND OF KmQ ABTHUB. 

And Lucyus the emperour of Rome 45 

I brought to deadly wracke ; 
And a thousand more of noble knightes 

For feare did tume their backe: 

Five kinges of *pa3aiims' I did kill 

Amidst that bloody strife; 50 

Besides the Grecian emperour 

Who alsoe lost bis liffe. 

Wbose carcasse I did send to Korne 

Cladd poorlye on a beere ; 
And afterward I past Mount- Joye 55 

The next approaching yeere. 

Then I came to Rome , where I was mett 

Kight as a conquerour, 
And by all the cardinalls solempnelye 

I was crowned an emperour. 60 

One winter there I made abode: 

Then word to mee was brought 
Howe Mordred had oppressd Äe crowne : 

What treason he had wrought 

Att home in Brittaine with my queene; 65 

Therefore I came with speede 
To Brittaine backe, with all my power, 

To quitt that*traiterous deede: 

And soone at Sandwiche I arrivde, 

Where Mordred me withstoode : 70 

But yett at last I landed there, 

With effusion of much blood. 

Por there my nephew sir Gawaine dyed, 
Being wounded in that sore, 

V.49, ofPavye. MS. 
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The whiche sir Lancelot in fight 75 

Had given him before. 

Thence chased I Mordered away, 

Who fledd to London right, 
From London to Winchester, and 

To Cornewalle took his flyght. 80 

And still I him pursued with speed 

Till at the last wee mett: 
Wherby an appointed day of fight 

Was there agreed and sett. 

Where we did fight, of mortal life 85 

Eche other to deprive, 
Till of a hundred thousand men 

Scarce onc was left alive. 

There all the noble chivalrye 

Of Brittaine tooke their end. 90 

see how fickle is their State 

That doe on feates depend ! 

There all the traiterous men were slaine, 

Not one escapte away ; 
And there dyed all my vallyant knightes. 95 

Alas I that woefull day ! 

Two and twenty yeere I wäre the crowne 

In honor and great fame ; 
And thus by death was suddenlye 

Deprived of the same. 100 

y. 92, perhaps fates. 



erey. 111. 



66 A DYTTDa TO HEY DOWNB. 

VI. 

CopiED from an old MS. in the Cotton library [Vesj 
entitled "Divers things of Hen. viij's time." 



Who sekes to tarne the blustering winde, 
Or causse the floods bend to his wyll, 

Or eis against dame nature's kinde 
To *change' things frame by cunning skyl 

That man I thinke bestoweth paine, 

Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 

Who strives to breake the sturdye steele, 
Or goeth about to staye the sunne; 

Who thinks to causse an oke to reele, 
Which never can by force be done : 

That man likewise bestoweth paine, 

Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 

Who thinks to stryve against the streame, 
And for to sayle without a mäste ; 

Unlesse he thinks perhapps to faine, 
His travell ys forelome and waste ; 

And so in eure of all his paine, 

His travell ys his cheffest gaine. 

So he lykewise, that goes about 
To please eche eye and every eare, 

Had nede to have withouten doubt 
A golden gyft with him to beare ; 

For evyll report shall be his gaine, 

Though he bestowe both toyle and paine 

Yer. 4, causse. MS. 



QLASGERIOK. 67 

God grant eche man one to amend ; 25 

God send us all a happy place ; 
And let ob pray unto the eud, 

That we may have our princes grace: 
Amen , amen ! so shall we gaine 
A dewe reward for all onr paine. 30 



vn. 



Am ingenious friend thinks that the following old ditty 
(which is printed from the Editor's folio MS.) may possibly 
have given birth to the Tragedy of The Orphon^ in which 
Polidore interceptis Monimia*s intended favours to Castalio. 

See what is said conceming the hero of this song (who is 
celebrated by Chancer ander the name of Glaskyrion), in the 
Essay prefixöd to vol. i., note (i), part iv. (2.) 



Glasgsbion was a kings owne sonne, 

And a harper he was goode : 
He harped in the kings chambere, 

Where cuppe and caudle stoode. 

And Boe did hee in the queens chambere, 5 

Till ladies waxed 'glad.' 
And then bespake the kinges daughter; 

And these wordes thus shee sayd. 

Strike on, strike on, Glasg^rion, 

Of thy striking doe not blinne : 10 

Theres never a stroke comes oer thy harpe, 

Bat it glads my hart withinne. 

Ver. 6, wood. MS. 

5* 



68 GLASGERIOll. 

Faire might he fall, ladye, qaoth hee, 

Who taught you nowe to speakel 
I have loved you, ladye, aeven longe yeere 15 

My minde I neere durst breake. 

But come to my bower, my Glasgeriön, 

When all men are att rest: 
As I am a ladie true of my promise, 

Tbou shalt bee a welcome guest. 20 

Home then came Glasg^rion, 

A glad man, lord ! was hee. 
And, come thou hither, Jacke my boy; 

Come bither unto mee. 

Por the kinges daughter of Normandye 25 

Hath granted mee my boone : 
And att her chambere must I bee 

Beffore the cocke have crowen. 

master, master, then quoth hee, 

Lay your head downe on this stone : 30 

For I will waken you, master deere, 

Afore it be time to gone. 

But up then rose that lither ladd, 

And hose and shoone did on: 
A coUer he cast upon bis necke, 35 

Hee seemed a gentleman. 

And when he came to the ladyes chambere. 

He thrild upon a pinn i. . 
The lady was true of her promise. 

And rose and lett him inn. 40 

y. 16, harte. MS. 

1 This is elsewhere expressed * tieirled the pvn ,^ or * UrUd ät the pin* [see 
b. ii. s. vi. V. 3,] and seems to refer to the tarning round the button on the 
outside of a door, by which the latch risea, still used in cottages. 



aLASOERION. 69 

He did not take the lady gaye 

To boulster nor to bed: 
*Nor thoughe hee had bis wioked wille, 

A Single word he sed.' 

He did not kisse that ladyes mouthe, 45 

Nor when he came, nor yode: 
And sore that ladye did mistrast, 

He was of some chnrls bloud. 

But home then came that lither ladd, 

And did off bis hose and shoone ; 50 

And cast the coUer from off his necke : 

He was but a chnrl^s sonne. 

Awake, awake, my deere master, 

The cock hath well-nigh crowen. 
Awake, awake, my master deere, 55 

I hold it time to be gone. 

For I have saddled yonr horse, master, 

Well bridled I have your steede : 
And I have served you a good breakfast: 

For thereof ye have need. 60 

Up then rose good Glasgeriön, 

And did on hose and shoone ; 
And cast a coller about bis' necke: 

For he was a kinge his sonne. 

And when he came to the ladyes chambere, 65 

He thrilled upon the pinne : 
The ladye was more than tme of promise, 

And rose and let him inn. 

whether have you leffc with me 

Yourbracelet or your glove? 70 

Or are you retumed backe againe 

To know more of my love? 



70 GIiASaBBION. 

Glasg^rion swore a füll great othe, 

Bj oake, and ashe, and thome; 
Ladje, I was never in your chamb^re, 75 

Sith the time that I was bome. 

then it was yonr lither foot-page, 

He hath beguiled mee. 
Then shee pulled fortli a litüe pen-kniffe, 

That hanged by her knee : 80 

Sayes, there shall never noe churl^s blood 

Witiiin my bodye spring: 
No chnrl^s blood shaU eer defile 

The daughter of a kinge. 

Home then went Glasgerion, 85 

And woe, good lord, was hee. 
Sayes, come thou hither, Jacke my boy, 

Come hither unto mee. 

If I had killed a man to night, 

Jacke , I would teil it thee : 90 

But if 1 have not killed a man to night, 

Jacke, thou hast killed three. 

And he puld out his bright browne sword, 

And dryed it on his sleeve, 
And he smote off that lither ladds head, 95 

Who did his ladye grieve. 

He sett the swords poynt tili his brest, 

The pummil untiU a stone: 
Throw the falsenesse of that lither ladd, 

These three lives were all gone. 100 

V. 77, litte. MS. V. 100, werne all. MS. 



OLD ROBIN OP POBTINÖALB. 71 

vm. 
iDüi Schutt of Pottfn0CiU« 

Fbok an ancient copy in the £ditor*8 folio MS., which was 
judged to require considerable corrections. 

In the former edition, the hero of this piece had been 
called Sir Robin, bat that title not being in the MS. is now 
omitted. 



LsT never again soe old a man 

Manye soe yonge a wife, 
As did old Robin of Portingale; 

Who may rue all the dayes of his life. 

For the mayors danghter of Lin, god wott, 5 

He chose her to his wife, 
^ And thought with her to have lived in love, 
But they feil to hate and stnfe. 

They Bcarce were in their wed-bed laid, 
^d scarce was hee asleepe, 10 

But upp shee rose, and forth shee goes, 
To the Steward, and gan to weepe. 

Sleepe you, wake you, faire sir Gyles? 

Or be you not within? 
Sleepe you, wake you, faire sir Gyles, 15 

Arise and let me inn. 

0, I am waking, sweete, he said, 

Sweete ladye, what is your will? 
I haye unbethought me of a wile 

How my wed-lord weell spill. 20 

Ver. 19, onbethoaght [properly mbethoughf] ; thls word is still used in the 
Midland counties in the same sense as lethought . 



72 OLD BOBIN OF POBTINGALB, 

Twenty-four good knights, shee sayes, 

That dwell abont this towne, 
Even twenty-four of my next coz^ns, 

Will helpe to dinge him downe. 

All that beheard bis litle foote-page, 25 

As he watered hie masters steed; 
And for bis masters sad perille 

His verry heart did bleed. 

He moumed, sighed, and wept fall sore; 

I sweare by the holy roode 30 

The teares he for his master wept 

Were blent water and blonde. 

And that beheard his deare master 

As he stood at his garden pale: 
Sayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot-page, 35 

What causes thee tö wail? 

Hath any one done to thee wronge 

Any of thy fellowes here? 
Or is any of thy good friends dead, 

That thou shedst manye a teare? 40 

Or, if it be my head bookes-man, 

Aggrieved he shal bee : 
For no man here within my howse, 

Shall doe wrong unto thee. 

, it is not your head bookes-man, 45 

Nor none of his degree; 
But, on to-morrow ere it be noone 

All deemed to die are yee. 

And of that bethank your head stewkrd, 
And thank your gay ladye, 50 

V. 32, blend. MS. V. 47, or to-morrow. MS. 
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If this be trae , my litle foot-page, 
The hejre of my land thoust bee. 

If it be not tme, my dear mast^r, 

No good death let me die. 
If it be not trae , thon litle foot-page, 55 

A dead corse shalt thou lie. 

call now downe my faire ladye, 

call her downe to mee: 
And teil my ladye gay how sicke, 

And like to die I bee. 60 

Downe then came bis ladye faire, 

All clad in purple and pall: 
The rings that were on her fingen, 

Gast light thronghout the hall. 

What 13 your will, my owne wed-lord? 65 

What is your will with mee? 
see, my- ladye deere, how sicke, 

And like to die I bee. 

And thou be sicke, my own wed-lord, 

Soe sore it grieveth me : 70 

But my ßve maydens and myselfe 

Will *watch thy' bedde for thee. 

And at the waking of your first sleepe, 

We will a hott drinke make : 
And at the waking of your *next* sleepe, 75 

Your sorrowes we will slake. 

He put a silk cote on bis backe, 

And mail of manye a fold: 
And hee putt a steele cap on bis head, 

Was gilt with good red gold. 80 

y. 56, bee. MS. " Y. 72, make tbe, MS, Y. 75, first. MS. 
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He layd a bright browne sword by bis aide, 

And anotber att bis feete: 
< And twentye good knigbts he placed at band, 

To watcb bim in bis sleepe.* 

And about tbe middle time of tbe nigbt, 85 

Game twentye-four traitours inn: 
Sir Giles be was tbe foremost man, 

Tbe leader of tbat ginn. 

Old Bobin witb bis brigbt browne sword, 
Sir Gylesbead soon did winn: 90 

And scant of all tbose twenty-four, 
Went out one quick agenn. 

None save only a litle foot page, 

Crept fortb at a window of stone : 
And be bad two armes wben be came in, 95 

And be went back witb one. 

Upp tben came tbat ladie gaye 

Witb torcbes buming bright: 
She thought to have brought sir Gyles a drinke, 

Butt she found her owne wedd knight. 100 

Tbe first thinge tbat she stumbled on 

It was sir Gyles bis f oote : 
Sayes, Ever alacke, and woe is mee! 

Here lyes my sweete bart-roote. 

Tbe next thinge tbat she stumbled on 105 

It was sir Gyles bis beade : 
Sayes, Ever, alacke, and woe is mee! 

Heere lyes my true love deade. 

Hee cutt tbe pappes beside her brest. 

And didd her body spille; 110 

He cutt tbe eares beside her beade. 

And bade her love her £Qle. 
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He called then up bis litle foot-page, 

And made him there bis heyre ; 
And sayd, henceforth my worldlye goodes 115 

And countrye I forsweare. 

He shope the Crosse on bis right sbould^r, 
Of the white * clothe * and the redde \ 

And went him into the holy land, 
Wheras Christ was quicke and dead. 120 

y. 118, fleshe. MS. 

1 Eyery person who went on a Groisjldb to the Holy Land, nsnallywore 
a cro88 on hia apper garment, on the right Shoulder, as a badge of hla pro- 
fession. Dlfferent natlona were diatlnguished by crossea of different colours : 
the Engliah wore white, the French red, &c. Thia circumatance aeema to 
be confounded in the ballad. [V. Spelman, Gloaa.] 



C3" In the foregoing piece, Giles, Steward to a rieh old 
merchant trading to Portugal, is qualified with the title of 
Sirj not as being a knight, but rather, I conceive, as having 
rcceived an inferior order of priesthood. 



IX. 

Child is frequently used by our old writers as a title. It is 
repeatedly given to Prince Arthur in the Faerie Queen: and 
the son of a king is in the same poem called Chäd Tristram 
[b. V. c. 11. st. 8, 13, — b. vi. c. 2. st. 36, — ibid. c. 8. st. 15]. 
In an old ballad quoted in Shakspeare's King Lear^ the hero 
of Ariosto is called Chüd Roland. Mr. Theobald supposes 
this use of the word was received along with their romances 
from the Spaniards, with whom Inf ante signifies a Prince] 
A more eminent critic teils us, that <4n Sie old times of 
chivalry, the noble youth, who were candidates for knight- 
hood , during the time of their probation were called Infans, 
Varlets, Damoysels, Bacheliers, The most noble of the yout> 
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were particularly called Infans,^ [Vide Warb. Shakesp.] A 
late commentatoT on Spenser observes, that tiie Saxon word 
cniht knight, signifies also a Chüd, [See üpton's Gloss. to 
the Faerie Queen.] 

The Editor's MS. collection, whence the following piece 
is taken, affords several other ballads, wherein the word 
Chäd oceurs as a title: but in none of these it signifies Prince. 
See the seng entitled Gä Morrice in this yolume. 

It ought to be obsenred that the word Chüd, or Chield, is 
still used in North Britain to denominate a man , eommonly 
with Bome contemptaoos character affized to him, bat some- 
times to denote man in general. 



Childs Watebs in bis stable stoode 

And stroakt bis milke-white steede : 
To bim a fayre yonge ladje came 

As ever wäre womans weede. 

Sayes, Christ you save, good Childe Waters: 5 

Sayes, Christ you save, and see: 
My girdle of gold that was too longe, 

Is now too short for mee. 

And all is with one childe of yours, 

I feele sturre at my side : 10 

My gowne of greene it is too straighte ; 

Before, it was too wide. 

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he sayd, 

Be mine as you teil mee; 
Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both, 15 

Take them your owne to bee. 

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he sayd, 

Be mine, as you doe sweare: 
Then take you Cheshire and Lancashire both, 

And make that childe your heyre. 20 



CIUU> WATESS. 77 

Shee sayes, I had rather have one kisse, 

Childe Waters, of thy mouth; 
Than I wolde haye Che«Jbdre and Lancashire both 

That lye bj north and southe. 

And I had rather have one twinkling, 25 

Childe Waters, ofthine ec: 
Then I wolde haye Cheshire and Lancashire both, 

To take them mine owne to bee. 

To morrowe, Ellen, 1 must forth ryde 

Farr into the north countree; 30 

The fayrest ladye that I can finde, 

Ellen, must goe with mee. 

*Thoughe I am not that ladye fayre, 

Yet let me go with thee:' 
And ever I pray you, Childe Waters, 35 

Your ft)ot-page let me bee. 

If you will my foot-page bee, EU^n, 

As you doe teil to mee ; 
Then you must cut your gowne of greene,^ 

An inch above your knee : 40 

Soe must you doe your yellowe lockes, 

An inch above your ee; 
You must teil no man what is my name ; 

My footpage then you shall bee. 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 45 

Ean barefoote by lus syde; 
Yet was he never soe courteous a knighte, 

To say, Ellen, will you ryde? 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 
Ban barefoote thorow the broome ; 50 

Yet was hee never soe courteous a knighte, 
To say, put on your shoone. 
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Ride soföye, shee sayd, Childe Waters, 

Why doe you ryde so fast? 
The childe, which is no mans bat thine, 55 

My bodye itt will brast. 

Hee sayth, seest thou yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke to brimme. — 

I trust in Gk)d, Childe Waters, 
You never will see i me swimme. 60 

Büt when shee came to the water syde, 

She sayled to the chinne: 
Nowe the Lord of heaven be my speede, 

For I must leame to swimme. 

The Salt waters bare up her clothes 5 65 

Our Ladye bare up her chinne: 
Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To see faire Ellen swimme. 

And when shee over the water was 

Shee then came to hisknee: 70 

Hee sayd, Come hither, thou fayre Ell^n, 

Loe yonder what I see. 

Seest thou not yonder hall, EU^n? 

Of redd gold shines the yate: 
Of twenty foure faire ladyes there 75 

The fairest is my mate. 

Seest thou not yonder hall, Ell^n? 

Of redd golde shines the towre : 
There are twenty four fayre ladyes there, 

The fayrest is my paramoure. 80 

I see the hall now, Childe Waters, 
Of redd golde shines the yate : 

1 i. e. permit, soffeTf &c. 
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God give you good now of yourselfe, 
And of your worthye mate. 

I 866 the hall now, Childe Waters, 85 

Of redd golde shines the towre: 
God give you good now of yoorselfe, 

And of your paramoure. 

There twenty four fayre ladyes were 

A playing at the ball: 90 

And Ellen the fayrest ladye there, . 

Must bring his steed to the stall. 

There twenty four fayre ladyes were, 

A playmge at the chesse; 
And Ellen the fayrest ladye there, 95 

Must brmg his horse to gresse. 

And then bespake Childe Waters sister, 

These were the wordes sayd shee : 
You have the prettyest page, brothir, 

That ever I did see. 100 

But that his bellye it is soe bigge, 

His girdle Stands soe hye : 
And ever I pray you, Childe Wat^s, 

Let him in my Chamber lye. 

It is not fit for a little foot page, 105 

That has run throughe mosse and myre, 

To lye in tbe Chamber of any ladye, 
That weares soe riche attyre. 

It is more meete for a little foot page, 

That has run throughe mosse and myre, 110 

To take his supper upon his knee, 

And lye by the kitchen fyre. 

Ver. 84, worldlye. MS. 
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Now when they had snpped eyery one, 

To bedd they tooke Öieyr waye: 
He sayd, come hither, my little foot-page, 115 

And hearken what I saye. 

Goe thee downe into yonder towne^ 

And lowe into the streete ; 
The fayrest ladye that thou canst finde, 

Hyre in mine armes to sleepe, 120 

And take her up in thine armes twaine, 

Forfiling« of herfeete. 

Ellen is gone into the towne : 

And lowe into the streete : 
The fayrest ladye that shee colde finde, 125 

She hyred in his armes to sleepe; 
And tooke her i\p in her armes twayne, 

For filing of her feete. 

I praye you nowe, good Childe Waters, 
Let mee lye at your feete : 130 

For there is noe place about thie hoase, 
Where I may 'saye a sleepe. 

'He gave her leave, and fair Ellen 

'Down at his beds feet laye:* 
This done the nighte drore on apace, 135 

And when it was neare the daye, 

Hee sayd, Rise up, my little foot-page, 

Glve my steede come and haye; 
And give him nowe the good black oats, 

To carry mee better awaye. 140 

Up then rose the fayre EU^n 
And gave his steede come and haye: 

V. 182, i. e. easajf sttempt. 
< i. e, deflling. See Warton^s Observ. vol. ii. p. 168. 
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And 8oe shee did the good black oates, 
To carry him the better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger side, 145 

And grievoaslye did groane: 
Shee leaned her back to the manger side, 

And there shee made her moane» 

And that beheard his mother deare, 

Shee heard *her woefiül woe,* 150 

Shee sayd, Rise np, thou Childe Wat^rs, 

And into thy stable goe. 

For in thy stable is a ghost, 

That grievouslye doth grone: 
Or eise some woman laboures with childe, 155 

Shee is soe woe-begone. 

üp then rose Childe Waters soone, 

And did on his shirte of silke; 
And then he put on his other clothes, 

On his bodye as white as milke. 160 

And when he came to the stable dore, 

Fall still there hee did stand, 
That hee mighte heare his fayre EU^n, 

Howe shee made her monkid. 

She sayd, Lullabye, mine own dear childe, 165 

LuUabye, deare childe, deare: 
I wolde thy father were a kinge, 

Thy mothere layd on a biere. 

Peace nowe, hee sayd, good faire EU^n, 
Bee of good cheere , I praye ; 170 

And the bridale and the churchinge bothe 
Shall bee upon one daye. 



V. 164t *' *' moaning, bemoaning, &c. 



Percu. JII. 
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Jßi^msi ans CorsDotu 

Tms sonnet is given from a small qnarto MS. in the £di- 
tor*8 possession, written in the time of Queen Elizabeth. 
Another copy of it, containing some variations, is reprinted 
in the Muses Library, p. 295, from an ancient miscellany en- 
ütled England^s Helicon, 1600, 4to. The author was Nicholas 
Breton, a writer of some fame in the reign of Elizabeth, who 
also published an interlude entitled *^An old man's lesson 
and a young man's love," 4to, and many other little pieces 
in prose and verse, the titles of which may be seen in Win- 
stanley, Ames' Typog. and Osborne's Harl. Catalog., &c. 
He is mentioned with great respect by Mores, in his second 
part of WiCs Commonwealth, 1598, f. 283, and is alluded to in 
Beaumont and Fletcher's Scomful Lady, act ii., and again in 
Wit without Money, act üi. See Whalley*s Ben Jonson, vol. 
iü. p. 103. 

The present edition is improved by a copy in Englands 
Helicon, edit. 1614, 8vo. 



Ik the merrie moneth of Maye, 
In a mome by. break of daye, 
With a troope of damselles playing 
Forthe *I yode* forsooth a maying: 

When anon by a wood side, 5 

"Where that Maye was in his pride, 
I espied all aloue 
Phiilida and Corydon. 

Much adoe there was, god wot; 

He wold love, and she wold not. 10 

She sayde , never man was trewe ; 

He sayes, none was false to you. 

Ver. 4, the wode. MS. 
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He sayde, hee had lovde her longe : 
She sayes, love shoald have no wronge. 
Corydon wold kisse her then: 15 

She sayes, maydes must kisse no men, 

Tyll they doe for good and all. 

When she made the shepperde call 

All the heayens to wytnes truthe, 

Never loved a truer youthe. 20 

Then with manie a prettie othe, 
Yea and nay, and faithe and trothe; 
Suche as seelie shepperdes use 
When they will not love abuse; 

Love, that had bene long deluded, 25 

Was with kisses sweete concluded; 
And Phillida with garlands gaye 
Was made the lady of the Maye. 



*^* The foregoing little Pastoral of Fhülida and Corydon 
)ne of the songs in *^ The Honoorable Entertainment gieven 
the Queenes Majestie in Progresse at Elvetham in Hamp- 
ire, by the ß. H. the Earle of Hertford, 1591," 4to. [Printed 

Wo£pe. No name of anthor.] See in that pamphlet, 

'^ The thirde daies Entertainment. 

«On Wednesday moming about 9 o'clock, as her Majestie 
ened a casement of her gallerie window, ther were 3 ex- 
llent musicians , who being disguised in auncient country 
ire , did greet her with a pleasant song of Corydon and 
lillida, made in 3 parts of purpose. The song, as well for 
3 worth of the dittie, as the aptnesse of the note therto ap- 
ed, it pleased her Highnesse after it had been once sung 

command it againe, and highly to grace it with her 
eerefuU acceptance and commendation. 

6* 
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"The Plowman's Söno. 
" In the merrie month of May," &c. 

The splendour and magnificence of Elizabeth*s reign is 
no where more stroDgly painted than in these little diaries 
of some of her summer excursions to the houses of her nobi- 
lity; nor could a more acceptable present be given to the 
World, than a repnblication of a select number of snch de- 
tails as this of the entcrtainment at Elvetham, that at Kil- 
lingworth, &c. &c. , which so strongly mark the spirit of the 
times, and present us with scenes so yery remote from modern 
manners. 

fS* Since the above'was written, the public hath been 
gratified with a most complete work on the foregoing sub- 
ject, entitled, Hie Progresses and Public Processions of Queen 
Elizabeth, &c. B7 John Nichols, F. A. S. Edinb. and Perth, 
1788, 2 vols. 4to. 

XI. 

Tms bailad is ancient, and has been populär; we find it 
quoted in many old plays. See Beaum. and Fletcher's Knight 
ofihe Buming Pestle, 4to, 1613, act v. The Varietie, a comedy, 
12mo, 1649, act iv., &c. In Sir William Davenanfs play, 
The Witts y act iii., a gallant thus boasts of himself : 
^'Limber and sonndl bosides I sing Hosgrare, 
And for Gheyy-chace no )ark comes near me." 

In the Pepys CoUection, vol. iii. p. 314, is an Imitation 
of this old song, in thirty-three stanzas, by a more modern 
pen , with many alterations , but evidently fof the worse. 

This is given from an old printed copy in the British Mu- 
seum, with corrections; some of which are from a fragment 
in the Editor's folio MS. It is also printed in Dryden's Col- 
lection of Miscellaneous Poems. 
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Aß it feil out on a highe holye daye, 

As many bee in the yeare, 
When young men and maides together do goe, 

Their masses and mattins to heare, 

Little Musgrkye came to the church door, 5 

The priest was at the mass ; 
But he had more mind of the fine wom^n, 

Then he had of our Ladyes grace. 

And some of them were clad in greene, 

And others were clad in pall ; 10 

And then came in my lord Bamardes wife, 

The fairest among them all. 

Shee cast an eye on little Musgrkye 
As bright as the summer sunne : 

then bethought him little Musgrkye, 15 
This ladyes heart I haye wonne. 

Quoth she, I haye loyed thee, little Musgrkye, 

Fülle long and manye a daye. 
So haye I loyed you, ladye faire, 

Yet Word I neyer durst saye. 20 

1 haye a bower at Bucklesford-Bury, i, 
Füll daintilye bedight, 

If thoult wend thither, my little Musgrkye, 
Thoust lig in mine armes all night. 

Quoth hee, I thanke yee, ladye faire, 25 

This kindness yee shew to mee; 
And whether it be to my weale or woe, 

This night will I lig with thee. 

All this beheard a litle foot-page, 
By his ladyes coach as he ranne: . 30 

? Bucklefield-beny. fol. MS. 
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Quoth he , thoughe I am my ladyes page, 
Yet Ime 1x17 lord Bamardes manne. 

My lord Bamkrd shall knowe of this, 

Althoagh I lose a limbe. 
And ever whereas the bridges were broke, 35 

He layd him downe to swimme. 

Asleep or awake, thon lord Bamkrd, 

As thon art a man of life, 
Lo ! this same night at Bucklesford-Bury 

Little Musgraye*s abed with thj wife. 40 

If it be trew, thou litle foote-page, 

This tale äiou hast told to mee, 
Then all my lands in Bucklesford-Bury 

I freelye will give to thee. 

But and it be a lye, thou litle foot-page, 45 

This tale thou hast told to mee, 
On the highest tree in Bucklesford-Bury 

All hanged shalt thou bee. 

Bise up , rise up , my merry men all, 

And saddle me my good steede; 50 

This night must I to Bucklesford-bury; 

God wott, I had never more neede. 

Then some they whistled, and some they sang, 

And some did loudlye saye, 
Whenever lord Bamardes home it blewe, 55 

Awaye, Musgi^ve, away. 

Methinkes I heare the throstle cocke, 

Methinkes I heare the jaye, 
Methinkes I heare lord Bamards home ; 

I would I were awaye. 60 
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Lye still, lye still, thonlittle Musgikve, 

And huggle me from the cold; 
For it is but some shephardes boye 

A whistling bis sheepe to the fold. 

Is not tby hawke npon the pearche, 65 

Thy horse eating come and haye?. ^ 

And thou a gaye lady within thine armes: 
And wouldst thou be awaye? 

By this lord Bamard was come to the dore, 
And lightedupon a stone: 70 

And he pulled out three silyer keyes, 
And opened the dores eche one. 

He lifted up the coverlett, 

He lifted up the sheete; 
How now, how now, thou little Musgrkye, 76 

Dost find my gaye ladye sweete? 

I find her sweete, quoth little Musgrkve, 

The more is my griefe and paine; 
Ide gladlye give three hundred poundes 

That I were on yonder plaine. 80 

Arise , arise , thou little Musgrkve, 

And put thy cloathes nowe on, 
It shall neyer be said in my countree, 

That I killed a naked man. 

I have two swordes in one scabbkrde, 85 

Füll deare they cost my purse ; 
And thou shalt have the best of them, 

And I will haye the worse. 

The first stroke that little Musgrave strucke, 
He hurt lord Bamard sore; 90 

V. 64| Is whistling sheepe ore the mold. fol. US. 
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The nezt stroke that lord Bamard stracke, 
Little Musgrave never strucke more. 

With that bespake the ladye faire, 

In bed whereas she laye, 
Althonghe thou art dead , my little Masgi^ve, 95 

^ Yet for thee I will praye : 

And wishe well to thy soule will I, 

So long as I have fife ; 
So will I not do for thee, Bamkrd, 

Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 100 

He cut her pappes from off her brest; 

Great pitye it was to see, 
Thö drops of this fair ladyes bloode 

Run trickling downe her knee. 

Wo worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all, 105 

You never were bome for my goode : 
Why did you not offer to stay my hande, 

When you sawe me wax so woode? 

For I have slaine the fairest sir knighte, 
That ever rode on a steede ; 110 

So have I done the fairest lady, 
That ever wäre womans weede. 

A grave, a grave, lord Bamard cryde, 

To putt these lovers in ; 
But lay my ladye o' the upper hande, 115 

For shee comes o* the better kin. 
IS" That the more modern copy is to be dated about the 
middle of the last Century, will be readily conceived from 
the tenour of the concluding stanza, viz. 

"This sad Mischief by Lust was wrought: 
Then let us call for Grace, 
That we may shun the wicked vice. 
And fly from Sin a-pace." 



THE BW-BUaHTS MABION. 60 

xn. 

▲ 8C0TTISH SOKa. 

Tms sonnet appears to be ancient: that and its simplicity 
sentiment have recommended it to a place here. 



Will ze gae to the ew-bnghts, Marion, 

And wear in the sheip wi* mee? 
The 8un shines sweit, mj Marion, 

But nae half sae sweit as thee. 
Marion's a bonnie lass; 5 

And the blyth blinks in her ee : 
And fain wad I marrie Marion, 

Gin Marion wad marrie mee. . 

Theire's gowd in zour garters, Marion; 

And silier on zour white hause-bane ^ : 10 

Fou faine wad I kisse mj Marion 

At eene quhan I com harne. 
Theire's braw lads in Eamslaw, Marion, 

Quha gape and glowr wi' their ee 
At kirk , quhan thej see my Marion ; 15 

Bot nane of them lues llke mee. 

Ive nine milk-ews, my Marion, 

A cow and a brawney quay; 
Ise gie tham au to my Marion, 

Just on her bridal day. 20 

. And zees get a grein sey apron, 

And waistcote o* London broun; 
And wow bot ze will be vaporing 

Quhaneir ze gang to the tonn. 

Hausa-bane, i. e. the neck-bone. Marion had probably a silver locket 
tied close to her neck with a riband , an nsual ornament in Scotland. 
:q a sore throat is called "a shir hcMse" properly halse. 
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Lne yong and stout, mj Marion, 25 

None dance lik mee on the greine ; 
And gin ze forsak me, Marion, 

Ise een gae draw up wi* Jeane. 
Sae put on zonr pearlins, Marion, 

And kirüe oth' cramasie, 30 

And snne as my chin has nae haire on, 

I sali com west, and see zee. 



xra. 

This ballad (given from an old black-letter copy, with 
some corrections) was populär in the time of Queen Eliza- 
beth, being usually printed with her picture before it, as 
Heame informs us in bis preface to Gul. Newbrig. Hist. Ozon. 
1719, 8vo, vol. i. p. Ixx. It is quoted in Fletcher's comedy of 
The JPilgrimj act iv. sc. 1. 



Thebb was a shepherds daughter, 

Game tripping on the waye ; 
And there by chance a knighte shee mett, 

Which caused her to staye. 

Good morrowe to you, beauteous maide, 5 

These words pronounced hee: 
I shall dye this daye, he sayd, 

If Ive not my wille of thee. 

The Lord forbid, the maide replyde, 

That you shold waxe so wode ! 10 

*But for all that shee could do or saye. 

He wold not be withstood.' 

Sith you have had your wille of mee, 
And put me to open skame. 
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Now, if you are a courteous knighte, 15 

Teil me what is jova name? 

Some do call mee Jacke, sweet heart, 

And some do call mee Jllle; 
But when I come to the kings fair courte 

They calle me Wilfulle Wille. 20 

He Bett bis foot into the stirrap, 

And awaye then he did ride; 
She tackt her girdle about her middle, 

And ranne close by bis side. 

Bat when abe came to the brode wat^r, 25 

She sett her brest and swamme; 
And when she was got out againe, 

She tooke to her heels and ranne. 

He never was the coarteous knighte, 

To saye, faire maide , will ye ride? 30 

And she was ever too loving a maide 

To saye, sir knighte abide. 

When she came to the kings faire courte, 

She knocked at the ring; 
So readye was the king himself 35 

To let tbis faire maide in. 

Now Christ you save , my gracious liege, 

Now Christ you save and see, 
You haye a kmghte within your courte 

Tbis daye hatii robbed mee. 40 

What hath he robbed thee of , sweet heart? 

Of purple or of pall? 
Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring 

From off thy finger smaU? 
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He hath not robbed mee , my liege, 45 

Of purple nor of pall : 
But he hath gotten mj maiden head, 

Which grieves mee worst of all. 

Now if he be a batchelor, 

His bodye Ile give to thee; 50 

But if he be a manried man, 

High hanged he shall bee. 

He called downe his merrye men all, 

By one, by two, by three; 
Sir William used to bee the first, 55 

But nowe the last came hee. 

He brought her downe füll fortye pounde, 

Tyed up withinne a glove : 
Faire maid, Ile give the same to thee; 

Gro, seeke thee another love. 60 

He have none of your gold, she sayde, 

Nor He have none of your fee ; 
But your faire bodye I must have, 

The king hath granted mee. 

Sir William ranne and fetchd her then 65 

Five hundred pound in golde, 
Saying, faire maide, take this to thee, 

Thy fault will never be tolde. 

Tis not the gold that shall mee tempt, 
These words then answered shee, 70 

But your own bodye I must have, 
The king hath granted mee. 

Ver. 50. Hia bodye He give to thee. This was agireeable to the feudal 
customs: the lord had a right to give a wife to his vassals. See Shakspeare^g 
M'8 weU that ends weU. 
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Would I had dranke the water cleare, 

When I did drinke the wine, 
Bather than any shepherds brat 75 

Shold bee a ladye of minel 

Would I had drank the puddle foule, 

When I did driuk the ale» 
Bather than ever a shepherds brat 

Shold teil me such a tale ! 80 

A shepherds brat even as I was, 

You mote have let mee bee, 
I neyer had come to the kings faire courte, 

To crave any love of thee. 

He sett her on a milk-white steede, 85 

And himself upon a graye; 
He hung a bügle about his necke, 

And soe they rode awaye. 

But when they came unto the place, 

Where marriage-rites were done, 90 

She proved herseif a dukes daught^r, 

And he but a squires sonne. 

Now marrye me, or not, sir knight, 

Your pleasure shall be free : 
If you make me ladye of one good towne, 95 

He make you lord of three. 

Ah! cursed bee the gold, he sayd, 

If thou hadst not been trewe, 
1 shold have forsaken my sweet love, 

And have changed her for a newe. 100 

And now their hearts being linked fast, 

They joyned band in hande: 
Thus he had both purse , and person too, 

And all at his commande. 



94' THB SHBPHBRD*S ADDRESS TO EIS MüSE. 

XIV. 

Tms poem, originallj printed from the small MS. volmne 
mentioned above in no. z., has been improved by a more 
perfect copj in England! s Helicon^ where the author is dis- 
covered to be N. Breton, 



GooD Muse, rocke me aslepe 

With Bome sweete harmony: 
This wearie eyes is nOt to kepe 

Thy wary Company. 

Sweet Love, begon a while, 5 

Thou seest my heavines : 
Beautie is bome but to beguyle 

My harte of happines. 

See how my little flocke, 

That lovde to feede on highe, 10 

Doe headlonge tumble downe the rocke. 

And in the valley dye. 

The bushes and the trees, 

That were so freshe and greene, 
Doe all their deintie colors leese, 15 

And not a leafe is seene. 

The blacke birde and the thrushe, 

That made the woodes to ringe, 
With all the rest, are now at hushe, 

And not a note they singe. 20 

Swete Philomele, the birde 

That hath the heavenly throte, 
Doth nowe, alas! not once afforde . 

Becordinge of a note. 
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The flowers have had a frost, 25 

The herbs have loste their savoure; 

And Phillida the faire hath lost 
*For me her wonted' favour. 

Thus all these carefol sights 

So kill me in conceit: 30 

That now to hope upon delights, 

It is but meere deceite. 

And iherefore, my sweete Muse, 

That knowest what helpe is best, 
Doe nowe thj heavenlie conninge ose 35 

To sett my harte at rest: 

And in a dreame bewraie 

What fate shal be my frende; 
Whether my life shall still decaye, 

Or when my sorrowes ende. 40 



XV. 

lovo %1^omafi mto iFdir €ainor, 

Is given (with corrections) from an ancient eopy in black- 
letter in the Pepys collection, entitied, "A tragical ballad on 
the unfortunate love of lord Thomas and fair EUinor, to- 
gether with the downfall of the browne girl." In the same 
collection may be seen an attempt to modemize this old 
song, and reduce it to a different measure: a proof of its 
popularity. 

LoBD Thomas he was a bold forrest^r, 

And a chaser of the kings deere: 
Faire Ellinor was a fine womkn, 

And Lord Thomas he loved her deare. 
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Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he sayd, 5 

And riddle us both as one; 
Whether I shall marrye with faire £iliiiör, 

And let the browne girl alone? 

The browne girl ehe has got houses and lands, 
Faire £llinor she has got none, 10 

And therefore I charge tiiee on my blessing, 
To bring me the browne girl home. 

And as it befeile on a high holidaye, 

As many there are beside, 
Lord Thomas he went to faire Ellinör, 15 

That shonld have been his bride. 

And when he came to faire Ellinors bower, 

He knocked there at the ring, 
And who was so readye as faire Ellinör, 

To lett lord Thomas withinn. 20 

What newes, what newes, lord Thomas, she sayd? 

What newes dost thou bring to mee? 
I am come to bid thee to my wedding, 

And that is bad newes for thee. 

Grod forbid, lord Thomas, she sayd, 25 
That such a thing should be done ; 

1 thought to have been the bride my seife. 
And thou to have been the bridegrome. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, she sayd. 
And riddle it all in one ; 30 

Whether I shall goe to lord Thomas his wedding, 
Or whether shall tarry at home? 

There are manye that are your friendes, daught^r, 
And manye a one your foe, 

Ver. 29. It should probably be, Reade me, read, &o., i, «. Adyis« me, 

adviae. 
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Therefore I charge 70U on mj blesBing, So 

To lord Thomas bis weddlng don*t goe. 

There are manje that are my i&iendes, moth^r; 

But were everj one my foe, 
3etide me life, betide me deatb, 

To lord Tbomas bis wedding I*ld goe. 40 

Sbe cloatbed berself in gallant attire, 

And ber merrye men all in greene \ 
And as they rid tbrougb every towne, 

Tbey took ber to be some queene. 

Bat wben sbe came to lord Tbomas bis gate, 45 

Sbe knocked tbere at tbe ring; 
And wbo was so readye as lord Tbomks, 

To lett faire Ellinor in. 

Is tbis your bride? fair Ellinor sayd, 

Metbinks sbe looks wonderous browne; 50 

Tbou migbtest bave bad as faire a womkn, 

As ever trod on tbe grounde. 

Despise ber not, fair Ellin, be sayd, 

Despise ber not unto mee; 
Por better I love tby little fing^r, 55 

Tban all ber wbole bod^e. 

Tbis browne bride bad a little penknife, 

Tbat was botb long and sbarpe, 
And betwixt tbe sbort ribs and tbe long, 

Sbe prick*d faire Ellinor's barte. 60 

Cbristtbee save, lord Tbomas, bee sayd, 

Metbinks tbou lookst wonderous wan; 
Tbou usedst to look witb as fresb a colöur, 

As ever tbe sun sbone on. 
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Oh, art thou blind, lord Thomajs? she sayd,' 
Or canst thou not very well see? 

Oh ! dost thou not see my owne hearts bloode 
Run trickling down my knee. 

Lord Thomas he had a sword by his side; 

Ab he walked about the halle, 
He cut off his brides head from her Shoulders, 

And threw it against the walle. 

He set the hilte against the grounde. 
And the point against his harte. 

There never three lovers together did meet^ 
That sooner againe did parte. 



*^* The reader will find a Scottish song on a simil 
subject to this, below (book üi. no. iv.) entitled, Lord Tkom 
and Lady Annet, 






^■i 



/. 



This elegant little sonnet is found in the third act of : 

old play, entitled, Alexander and Campaspe, written by Jo) 

Lilyes, a celebrated writer in the time of Queen Elizabel 

:-~;/^' That play was first printed in 1591 ; but this copy is giv 

from a later edition. 

CuFiD and my Campaspe playd 

At cardes for kisses; Cupid payd: 

He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows, 

His mothers doves, and teame of sparrows; 

Loses them too ; then down he throws 

The coral of his lippe, the rose 

Growing on's cheek, (but none knows how,) 
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With fhese, the crystal of his browe, 
And then the dimpie of his chinne; 
All these did my Campaspe winne. 
At last he set her both his ejes, 
She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

Love! has she done this to thee? 

Whatshall, alas! become of mee? 



xvn. 

Is given £rom a written copj, containing some improve- 
lents (perhaps modern ones) upon the populär ballad, en- 
itled, "The famous flower of Serving-men; or, the Lady 
imed Serving-man." 



Yoü beauteous ladjes, great and small, 
I write unto 70U one and all, 
Wherebj that you may understand 
What I have suffered in the land. 

I was by birth a lady faire, 5 

An ancient baroDS only heire, 
And when mj good old father dyed, 
Then I became a young knightes bride. 

And there my love built me a bower, 

Bedeck*d with many a fragrant flower; 10 

A braver bower you ne'er did see 

Then my true-love did build for mee. 

And there I livde a ladye gay, 

Till fortune wrought our loves decay; 

For there came foes so fierce a band, 15 

That soon they over-run the land. 

7* 
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They came upon us in the night, 

And brent my bower, and slew my knight; 

And trembling hid in mans array, 

I Bcant with life escap'd away. 

In the midst of this extremitie, 
My Bervants all did from me flee : 
Thus was 1 left myself alone, 
With heart more cold than any stone. 

Yet though my heart was füll of care, 
Heaven would not suflfer me to dispaire, 
Wherefore in haste I chang'd my name 
From faire Elise , to sweet Williame : 

And therewithall I cut my haire, 
ßesolv'd my man's attire to weare ; 
And in my beaver, hose and band, 
I traveird far through many a land.^ 

At length all wearied with my toil, 

I säte me downe to rest awhile; 

My heart it was so fill*d with woe, 

That downe my checke the teares did flow. 

It chanc'd the king of that same place 
With all bis lords a hunting was, 
And seeing me weepe, upon the same 
Askt who I was, and whence I came. 

, Then to bis grace I did replye, 
I am a poore and friendlesse boye, 
Though nobly bome , nowe forc*d to bee 
A serving-man of lowe degree. 

Stand up , faire youth , the king reply'd, 
For thee a Service m provyde: 
But teil me first what thou canst do ; 
Thou shalt be fltted thereunto. 
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Wilt thou be HBk&c.ofmy }^\^ 

To wait upon my nöl^l^B üiVh' ^- . ^ 50 

Or wilt be taster of my wine/^ / /• * -' \ 

To *tend on me when I shall dinh^ / / ; 

Or wilt thou be my chamberlaine, '^^ : / '.' ; 

About my person to remaine? 
Or wilt thou be one of my guard, 55 

And I will give thee great reward? 

ChuBe, gentleyouth, saidhe, thy place. 

Then I reply*d, If it please your grace 

To shew such favour unto mee, 

Your chamberlaine I faine would bee 60 

The king then smiling gave consent, 
And straitwaye to his court I went; 
Where I behavde so faithfuUie, 
That hee great favour showd to mee. 

Now marke what fortune did provide; 65 

The king he would a hunting ride 
With all his lords and noble traine, 
Sweet William must at home remaine. 

Thus being left alone behind, 

My former state came in my mind: 70 

I wept to see my maus array: 

No longer now a ladye gay. 

And meeting with a ladyes vest, 

Within the same myself I drest; 

With Silken robes, and jewels rare, 75 

I deckt me, as a ladye faire: 

And taking up a lute straitwaye, 

Upon the same 1 strove to play; 

And sweeüy to the same did sing, 

As made both hall and Chamber ring. 80 
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"My father w^a asÄraüre a lord, 
As ever f^urop&Vii^Bt afibrd; 
Mj-njoitigp^^as a lady bright; 
'. My>}iU3]Sa3id was a valiant knight: 
• •'\ '• 

. '. ' \ '► • * ^* And I myself a ladye gay, 85 

Bedeckt with gorgeous rieh array; 
The happiest lady in the land 
Had not more pleasure at command. 

"I had my musicke every day 

Harmonious lessons for to play; 90 

I had my virgins fair and free 

Continually to wait on mee. - 

"But now, alas t my hasband's dead, 

And all my friends are from me fled, 

My former days are past and gone, 95 

And 1 am now a serving-man." 

And fetching many a tender sigft, 

As thinking no one then was nigh, 

In pensive mood I laid me lowe, 

My heart was füll, the tears did flowe. 100 

The king, who had a huntinge gone, 
Grewe weary of his sport anone, 
And leaving all his gallant traine, 
Tum'd on the sudden home againe : 

And when he reach*d his statelye tower, 105 

Hearing one sing within his bower, 
He stopt to listen, and to see 
Who sung there so melodiouslie. 

Thus heard he everye word I sed. 

And saw the pearlye teares 1 shed, 110 

And found to his amazement there, 

Sweete William was a ladye faire. 
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Then atepping in, Faire ladye, rise, 

And dry, said he, those lovelye eyea, 

For I have heard thy moumfal tale, 115 

The which shall turne to thy availe. 

A crimson dye my face oreapred, 

I blusht for shame , and hung my head, 

To find my sex and story knowne, 

When as I thonght I was alone. 120 

But to be briefe , his royall grace 
Grewe so enamour'd of my face, 
The riebest gifts he proflPered mee, 
His mistress if that I would bee. 

Ah! no, my liege, I firmlye sayd, 125 

l'U rather in my grave be layd, 

And though your grace hath won my heart, 

I ne'er will act soe base a part. 

Faire ladye, pardon me, sayd hee, 

Thy virtue shall rewarded bee, 130 

And since it is soe fairly tryde 

Thou shalt become my royal bride. 

Then strait to end his amorous strife, 

He tooke sweet William to his wife. 

The like before was never seene, 135 

A serving-man became a queene. 

*#* 



xvm. 

A SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

The following piece hath run through two editions in 
äcotland: the second was printed at Glasgow in 1755, 8vo. 
Prefixed to them both is an advertisement, setting forth that 
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the preservation of this poem was owing to "a lady, who 
favoured the printers with a copj, as it was carefully col- 
lected from Üie mouths of old women and nurses;** and 
"anj reader that can render it more correct orcomplete," 
is desired to oblige the public with such improyements. Id 
consequence of this advertisement, sixteen additional verses 
have been produced and handed about in manuscript, which 
are here inserted in their proper places: (these are irom ver. 
109 to ver. 121, and from ver. 124 to ver. 129, but are, per- 
haps, after all, only an ingenious interpolation). 

As this poem lays claim to a pretty high antiquity, we 
have assigned it a place among cur early pieces: though, 
after all, there is reason to believe it has received very con- 
siderable modern improvements : for in the Editor's ancient 
MS. collection is a very old imperfeet copy of the same 
bailad: wherein, though the leading features of the story 
are the same, yet the colouring here is so much improved 
and heightened , and so many additional strokes are thrown 
in, that it is evident the whole has undergone a revisal. 

N. B. The Editor's MS. instead of lord Bamard^ has John 
Stewart; and instead of Gä Morrice^ Chüd Maurice, which 
last is probably the original title. See above, p. 75. 



GriL MoBBicE was an erl^s son, 

His name it waxed wide ; 
It was nae for his great rich^s, 

Nor zet his mickle pride; 
Bot it was for a lady gay, 5 

That livd on Carron side. 

Quhair sali I get a bonny boy, 

That will win hose and shoen ; 
That will gae to lord Bamard's ha' ; 

And bid his lady cum? 10 

And ze mann rin my errand, Willie; 

And ze may rin wi' pride \ 

Yer. 11, something seems wantlng here.; 
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Qulien other hoja gae on their foot, 
On horse-back ze sali ride. 

no ! Oh no ! my master dear ! 15 

I dare nae for mj life ; 
I'U no gae to the bauld baröns, 

For to trieat furth bis wife. 
My bird Willie, my boy Willie; 

My dear Willie, he sayd: 20 

How can ze strive against the stream? 

For I sali be obeyd. 

Bot, my master dear! he cryd, 

In grene wod ze're zonr lain; 
Gl owre sie thochts, I walde ze rede, 25 

For fear ze should be tain. 
Haste, haste, I say, gae to the ha*, 

Bid hir cum here wi speid : 
If ze refuse my heigh command, 

111 gar zour body bleid. 30 

Gae bid hir take this gay mant^l, 

Tis a* gowd bot the hem; 
Bid hir cum to the gude grene wode, 

And bring nane bot hir lain: 
And there it is, a silken sarke, 35 

Hir ain hand sewd the sleive; 
And bid hir cum to Gill Morice, 

Speir nae bauld barons leave. 

Yes, I will gae zour black errand, 

Though it bo to zour cost; 40 

Sen ze by me well nae be wam*d. 

In it ze sali find frost. 
The baron he is a man of might, 

He neir could bide to taunt, 

y. 32 and 68, perhaps, *boat the hem. 
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As se will see before its nicht, 45 

How sma' ze hae to vaunt. 

And sen I mann zour errand rin 

Sae sair against xnj will, 
1*86 make a vow and keip it trow, 

It sali be done for ill. 50 

And quhen he came to broken brigue, 

He bent his bow and swam : 
And quhen he came to grass growing, 

Set down his feet and ran. 

And quhen he came to Bamards ha*, 55 

Would neither chap nor ca*: 
Bot set his bent bow to his breist, 

And lichtly lap the wa*. 
He wauld nae teil the man his errand, 

Though he stude at the gait; 60 

Bot straiht into the ha* he cam, 

Quhair they were set at meit. 

^ Hail! hail! mj gentle sire and dame! 

M7 message winna waite ; 
Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 65 

Before that it be late. 
Ze*re bidden tak this gay mantM, 

Tis a* gqwd bot the hem: 
Zou maun gae to the gude grene wode, 

Ev*n by your sei alane. 70 

And there it is, a silken sarke, 

Your ain band sewd the sleive ; 
Ze maun gae speik to Gill Morfce : 

Speir nae bauld barons leave. 
The lady stamped wi' hir foot, 75 

And winked wi' her ee; 

y. 58. Ooidd tbis be the waU of the Castle? 
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Bot a* that she coud saj or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae bee. 

Its surely to my bow'r-womkn ; 

It neir could be to me, 80 

I brocht it to lord Bamards lady; 

I trow that ze be she. 
Then up and spack the wylie nurse, 

(The baim upon hir knee) 
If it be cum frae Gill Morice, 85 

It*s deir welcum to mee. 

Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurse, 

Sae loud I heird ze lee; 
I brocht it to lord Bamards lady ; 

I trow ze be nae shee. 90 

Then up and spack the bauld barön, 

An angry man was hee ; 
He*s tain the table wi' his foot, 

Sae has he wi* his knee; 
Till silier cup and 'mazer^' dish 95 

In flinders he gard flee. 

Gae bring a robe of zour cliding, 

That hings upon the pin; 
And 1*11 gae to the gude grene wode, 

And speik wi' zour lemmkn. 100 

bide at hame, now lord Bamkrd, 

I warde ze bide at hame; 
Neir wyte a man for violence, 

That neir wate ze wi' nane. 

Gil Morice säte in gude grene wode, 105 

He whistled and he sang: 

y. 88, perhaps, lond ««y I heire. 

^ i,«.% drinkiug oup of maple; other edit. read uar. 
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O what mean s' the folk Coming, 

My mother tarries lang. 
His hair was like the threeds of gold, 

Drawne frae Minerra's loome : 110 

His lipps like roses drapping dew, 

His breath was a' perfume. 

His browe was like the mountain snae 

Gilt hj the morning beam : 
His cheeks like living roses glow : 115 

His een like azore stream. 
The bo7 was clad in robes of grene, 

Sweete as the Infant spring: 
And like the mavis on the bush, 

He gart the yalües ring. 120 

The baron came to the grene wode, 

Wi* mickle dule and care, 
And there he first spied Gill Monce, 

Kameing his zellow hair, 
That sweeüy wavd aroond his face, 125 

That face beyond compare: 
He sang sae sweet it might dispel 

A* rage bat feil despair. 

Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice, 

My lady loed thee weel, 130 

The fairest part of my bodie 

Is blacker than thy heel. 
Zet neir the lesa now, Gill Morice, 

For a' thy great beauti^, 
Ze*s rew the day ze eir was bom ; 135 

That head sali gae wi* me. 

T. 128. SoMUton,— 

Yemal doUght and joy : able to drive 
All sadnesa bnt despair. 

B. It. t. 156. 
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Now he has drawn bis trusty brand, 

And slaited on the strae; 
And thro' Gill Morice* fair body 

He's gar caold iron gae* 140 

And he has tain Gill Morice* head 

And set it on a speir; 
The meanest man in a' his train 

Has gotten that head to bear. 

And he has tain Gill Morice up, 145 

Laid him across his steid, 
And brocht him to his painted bowr, 

And laid him on a bed. 
The lady sat on castil wa', 

Beheld baith dale and doun ; 150 

And there she saw Gill Morice' head 

Cum trailing to the toun. 

Far better 1 loe that blnidy head, 

Both and that zellow hair, 
Than lord Bamard, and a* his lads, 155 

As they lig here and thair. 
And she has tain her Gill Morice, 

And kissd baith moutli and chin: 
I was once as fow of Gill Morrice, 

As the hip is o' the stean. 160 

I got ze in my father's house, 

Wi' mickle sin and shame ; 
I brocht thee up in gude grene wode, 

Under the heavy rain. 
Oft have I by thy cradle sitten, 165 

And fondly seen thee sleip; 
But now I gae about thy grave, 

The saut tears for to weip. 

And syne she kissd his blnidy cheik, 

And syne his bluidy chin : 170 
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better I loe my Gill Morice 
Than a' 1x17 kith and kin ! 

Away, away, ze ill womkn, 

And an il deith mait ze dee : 
Gin I had kend he*d bin zour son, 175 

He'd neir bin slain for mee. 

Obraid me not, my lord Bamard! 

Obraid me not for shame ! 
Wi' that saim speir pierce my heart ! 

And put me out o' pain. 180 

Since nothing bot Gill Morice head 

Thy jelous rage could quell, 
Let that saim band now tak hir life, 

That neir to thee did ill. 

To me nae affcer days nor nichts 185 

Will eir be saft or kind; 
1*11 fiU the air with heavy sighs. 

And greet tili I am blind. 
Enough of blood by me's bin spilt, 

Seek not zour death frae me ; 190 

1 rather lourd it had been my sei 

Than eather him or thee. 

With waefo wae I hear zour plaint; 

Sair, sair I rew the deid, 
That eir this cui*sed band of mine 195 

Had gard bis body bleid. 
Dry up zour tears, my winsome dame, 

Ze neir can heal the wound; 
Ze see bis head upon the speir, 

His heart*8 blude on the ground. 200 

I curse the band that did the deid, 

The heart that thocht the ill; 
The feet that bore me wi* sik speid, 

The comely zouth to kill 
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ril ay lament for Gill Morice, 205 

Ab gin he were mine ain ; 
I'U neir forget the dreiry day 

On which the zouth was slain. 



*^* This Utile pathetic tale suggested the plot of the 
tragedy of Douglas. 

Since it was first printed, the Editor has been assured 
that the foregoing bidlad is still current in many parts of 
Scotland, where the hero is universally known by the name 
of Chüd Maurice, pronoonced by the common people Cheild 
or Cheeldj which occasioned the mistake. 

It may be proper to mention, that other copies read 

ver. 110, thus: 

"Shot frae the golden sun." 

And ver. 116, as foUows: 

"His een like azure sheene." 
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CoNTAiHB a Short Bummary of the exploits of this famous 
Champion, as recorded in the old story-books, and is com- 
monly entitled, "A pleasant song of the valiant deeds of 
chivalry atchieved by that noble knight sir Guy of War- 
wick, who, for the love of fair Phelis, became a hermit, 
and dyed in a cave of craggy rocke, a mile distant from 
Warw^ick." 

The history of Sir Guy, though now very properly re- 
signed to children, was once adnured by all readers of wit 
and taste.: for taste and wit had once their childhood. Al- 
though of English growth, it was early a favourite with other 
nations: it appeared in French in 1525, and is alluded to in 
the old Spanish romance of Tiranie d Blanco, which, it is be- 
lieved, was written not long after the year 1430. See ad- 
vertisement to the French translation, 2 vols. 12mo. 

The original whence all these stories are extracted, is a 
very ancient romance in old English verse , which is quoted 
by Chaucer as a celebrated piece even in his time, (via. 
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'^Men speken of romances of price, 
Of Home childe and Ippotisi 

Of Beyia, and sir Guy," &c. R. of Thop.) 

was usually sung to the harp at Christmas dinners 
mdeales, as we leam from Puttenham's Art ofPoetry, 
.589. 

bis ancient romance is not wholly lost. An imperfect 
in black letter, "Imprynted at London — for Wylliam 
ind/* in 34 sheets, 4to, without date, is still preserved 
g Mr. Garrick^s coUection of old plays. As a speci- 
jf the poetry of this antique rhymer, take his descrip- 
)f the dragon mentioned in verse 105 of the following 
i: 

"A messenger came to the king. 

Syr king, he sayd, lysten me now, 

Por bad tydinges I bring you, 

In Northnmberlande there is no man, 

Bat that they be slayne everychone : 

Por there dare no man route, 

By twenty myle rounde abonte, 

For doubt of a fowle dragon, 

That sleath men and beastes downe. 

He is blacke as any cole, 

Rngged aa a rongh fole ; 

His bodye from the navill upwarde 

No man may it plerce it is so harde ; 

His neck is great as any summere ; 

He renneth as swift as any distrere ; 

Pawes he hath as a lyon: 

All that he toncheth he sleath dead downe. 

Great winges he hath to fllght, 

That is no man that bare him might. 

There may no man fight him agayne, 

Bat that he sleath him certayne : 

Por a fowler beast then is he, 

Y wis of none never heard ye.** 

r William Dugdale is of opinion that the story of Guy 
t wholly apocryphal, though he acknowledges the 
B have sounded out his praises too hyperbolically. In 
;ular, he gives the duel fought with the Danish cham- 
IS a real historical truth, and fixes the date of it in the 
)26, sBtat. Guy 67. See his Warwickshire. 
cy, IIL 8 
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The following is written npon the same plan as ballad v. 
book i., bat which is the original, and which the copy, can- 
not be decided. This song is ancient, as may be inferred 
from the idiom preserved in the margin, ver. 94. 102: and 
was onee populär, as appears from Fletcher's Knigkt of the 
Bunung Pestle, act ii., sc. nlt. 

It is here published from an ancient MS. copy in the 
Editor's old folio volmne collated with two printed ones, one 
of which is in black letter in the Pepys collection. 



Was ever knight for ladyes sake 

Soe tost in love, as I sir Guy 
For Phelis f ayre , that lady bright 

As ever man beheld with eye? 

She gave me leave myself to try, 5 

The valiant knight with sheeld and speare, 

£re that her love shee wold grant me ; 
Which made me venture far and neare. 

Then proved I a baron bold. 

In deeds of armes the doughtyest knight 10 

That in those dayes in England was, 

With sworde and speare in feild to fight. 

An English man I was by birthe : 

In faith of Christ a christyan true : 
The wicked lawes of infideils 15 

I sought by prowesse to subdue. 

*Nine* hundred twenty yeere and odde 

After our Saviour Christ his birth, 
When king Ath^lstone wore the crowne, 

I lived beere upon the earth. 20 

Ver. 9, The proüd sir Guy. p.c. V. 17, Two hondred. MS. and p.c. 
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Sometime I waa of Warwicke erle, 

And, asisayd, ofverytrath 
A ladyes love did me constraine 

To seeke stränge ventures in my youth. 

To win me fame by feates of armes 25 

In Strange and sundry heathen lands; 
Where I atohieved for her sake 

Bight dangerous conquests with my hands. 

For first I sayled to Normandye, 

And there I stoutlye wan in £ght 30 

The emperonrs daughter of Ahnaine, 

From manye a vallyant worthye knight. 

Then passed I the seas to Grreece 

To helpe the emperoor in his right; 
Against the mightye souldans hoaste 35 

Of poissant Persians for to fight. 

Where I did slay of Sarazens, 

And heathen pagans, manye a man; 
And slew the souldans cozen deere, 

Who had to name doughtye Coldrkn. 40 

Eskeldered a famous knight 

To death likewise I did pursue : 
And Ehnayne king of Tyre alsoe, 

Most terrible in fight to viewe. 

I went into the souldans hoast, 45 

Being thither on embassage sent, 
And brought his head awaye with mee; 

I haying slaine him in his tent. 

There was a dragon in that land 

Most fiercelye mett me by the waye 50 

As hee a lyon did pursue, 

WhiQh J myself did alsoe slay, 

8* 



116 THE LEGEND OF SIR GUT. 

Then soon I past the seas £rom Greece,' 

Ajid came to Pavye land aright: 
Where I the duke of Pay^e kiUed, 55 

His hainouB treason to requite. 

To England then I came with speede, 

To wedd faire Phelis lady bright : 
For love of whome I travelled farr 

To try my manhood and my might. 60 

But when I had espoused her, 

I stayd with her but fortye dayes, 
Ere that I left this ladye faire, 

And went from her beyond the seas. 

All cladd in gray, in pilgrim sort, 65 

My voyage from her I did take 
Unto the blessed Holy-land, 

For Jesus Christ my Saviours sake. 

Where I erle Jonas did redeeme, 

And all his sonnes, which were fifteene, 70 

Who with the cruell Sarazens, 

In prison for long time had beene. 

I slew the giant Amarant 

In battel fiercelye hand to hand: 
And doughty Barknard killed I, 75 

A treacherous knight of Pavye land 

Then I to England came againe, 
And here with Colbronde feil I fought: 

An ugly gyänt which the Danes 
Had for their champion hither brought. 80 

I overcame him in the feild, 
And slewe him soone right valliantlye ; 

Whereby this land I did redeeme 
From Danish tribute utterlye. 
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And afterwards I offered npp 85 

The use of weapons Bolemnlye 
At Winchester, whereas I fought, 

In sight of manye far and nye. 

*But first,' near Winsor, I did slaye 

A bore of passing might and strength ; 90 

Whose like in England never was 

For hugenesse both in bredtii and length. 

Some of his bones in Warwioke yett 

Within the Castle there doe lye: 
One of his sheeld-bones to this day 95 

Hangs in the citye of Cotentrye. 

On Dunsmore heath I alsoe slewe 

A monstrous wyld and cruell beast, 
Calld the Don-cow of Dunsmore heath; 

Which manye people had opprest. 100 

Some of her bones in Warwicke yett 

Still for a monmnent doe lye; 
And there expos'd to lookers yiewe 

As wonderouB stränge , they may espye. 

A dragon in Northumberland 105 

I alsoe did in fight destroye, 
Which did bothe man and beast oppresse, 

And all the countrye sore annoye. 

At length to Warwicke I did come, 

Like pilgrim poore, and was not knowne; 110 

And there I lived a hermitts life 

A mile and more out of the towne. 

Where with my hands I hewed a housfe 
Out of a craggy rocke of stone ; 

V.94, 103, dothlye, MS. 



118 GUT AKD AMASAST. 

And lived like a palmer poore U^ 

Within that cave myself aione: 

And daylje came to begg my bread 

Of PheUs att my casüe gate ; 
Not knowne unto my loved wiffe, 

Wbo dailye monmed for her mate. 120 

TOI att the last I feil sore sicke, 

Tea sicke soe sore that I mnst dy e ; 
I sent to her a ring of golde, 

By which shee ^ewe me presentlye. 

Then shee repairing to the caye 1^ 

Before that I gave np the ghost; 
Herself dosd np my dying eyes : 

My Phelis faire, whom I loyd most 

Thns dreadfiil death did me arrest, 

To bring my corpes nnto the grare ; 130 

And like a paimer dyed I, 

Wherby I songht my soole to saye. 

My body that endored tiüs toyle, 
Thongh now it be consomed to mold; 

My statne faire engraTen in stone, 135 

In Warwicke stül yon may behold. 



n. 

vQ9 find ^fflflyjBtt 

Thb Edltor fbund tfais poem in his aneient fblio maniucript 
amoQg the old bail^ds; he was desirons, therefore, tiiat it 
■hookl still aeeotDpaiiy ti^em; »^ as it is not altogether de- 
TOid of merit, i|g jnaertion here will be pardoned. 

' ^''^i^gh th^ niece seems not imperfect, there is reason 
that i| ^^ggilj a piit of a mnch larger poem, which 
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contamed the whole history of Sir Guy : for, upon comparing 
it with the common story-book, 12mo, we find the latter to 
be nothing more than this poem reduced to prose: which is 
only effected by now and then altering the rhyme, and 
throwing out some few of the poetical Ornaments. The dis- 
guise is 80 slight, that it is an easy matter to pick complete 
stanzas in any page of that book. 

The author of this poem has shown some invention. 
Though he took the subject from the old romance quoted 
b^re, he has adomed it afresh, and made the stoiy entirely 
his own. 



Gut joumeyes towards that sanctifyed grbund, 
Whereas the Jewes fayre citye sometime stood, 

Wherin our Saviours sacred head was crownd, 
And where for sinfall man he shed his blood : 

To see the sepulcher was his intent, 5 

The tombe that Joseph unto Jesus lent. 

With tedious miles he tyred his wearye feet, 

And passed desart places fall of danger, 
At last with a most woefüU wight^ did meet, 

A man that unto sorrow was noe stranger: 10 

For he had fifteen sonnes, made captives all 
To slayish bondage, in extremest tlurall. 

A gyant called Amarant detaind them, 
Whom noe man durst encounter for his strength : 

Who in a Castle, which he held, had chaind them: 15 
Guy questions, where? and understands at length 

The place not farr. — Lend me thy sword, quoth hee, 

He lend my manhood all thy sonnes to free. 

With that he goes, and lays upon the dore, 
Like one that sayes, I must, and wiU come in: 20 

1 l<!rlB Jonas, mentioned in the foregoing bailad. 
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The gyant neyer was soe rowz*d before: 

For noe snch knocking at his gate had bin : 
Soe takes bis keyes, and clubb, and cometh ont 
Staring with irefiil countenance about. 

Sirra^ quoth bee, wbat busines hast thou beere? 

Art come to feast the crowes about my walle? 
Didst never heare, noe ransome can him cleere, 

That in the compasse of my furye falls: 
For making me to take a porters paines, 
With this same clabb I will dash oat thy braines. S{ 

Gyant, quotb Guy, y*are quarrelsome I see, 

Choller and you seem very neere of kin : 
Most dangerous at the clubb belike you bee; 

I have bin better armd, though nowe goe thin; 
But shew thy utmost hate, enlarge thy spight, 35 

Keene is my weapon, and shall doe me right 

Soe draws his sword, salutes him with the same 
About the head, the Shoulders, and the side: 

Whilst his erected clubb doth death proclaime, 
Standinge with huge Colossus' spacious stride, 40 

Putting such vigour to his knotty beame, 

That like a fumace he did smoke extreame. 

But on the ground he spent his strokes in vaine, 

For Guy was nimble to avoyde them still, 
And ever ere he heav'd his clubb againe, 45 

Did brush his plated coat against his will : 
Att such advantage Guy wold never fayle, 
To bang him soundlye in his coate of mayle. 

Att last through thirst the gyant feeble grewe, 
And sayd to Guy, As thou'rt of humane race, ' 

Shew itt in this, give natures wants their dewe, 
Let me but goe, and drinke in yonder place: 

Thou canst not yeeld to *me' a smaller thing, 

Than to graunt life, thats given by the spring. 
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I graont thee leave, quoth Guye, goe driok thy last, 55 
Go pledge the dragon, and the salvage bore 2.* 

Succeed the tragedyes that they have past, 
Bat neyer thioke to taste cold water more : 

Drinke deepe to Death and unto him carouse: 

Bld him receive thee in his earthen house. 60 

Soe to the spring he goes, and slakes his thirst: 

Takeing the water in eztremely like 
Some wracked shipp that on a rocke is burst, 

Whose forced hulke against the stones does stryke ; 
Scooping it in soe fast with both his hands, 65 

That Guy admiring to behold it Stands. 

Come on, quoth Guy, let us to worke againe, 

Thou stayest about thy liquor overlong; 
The fish, which in the river doe remaine, 

Will want thereby: thy drinking doth them wrong: 70 
But I will see their satisfaction made, 
With gyants blood they must, and shall be payd. 

Villaine, quoth Amarant, He crush thee streight; 

Thy life shall pay thy daring toungs offence : 
This clubb, which is about some himdred weight, 75 

Is deathes commission to dispatch thee hence : 
Dresse thee for ravens dyett I must needes; 
And breake thy bones, as they were made of reedes. 

Incensed much by these bold pagan bostes, 

Which worthye Guy cold ill endure to heare, 80 

He hewes upon those bigg supporting postes, 

Which like two pillars did his body beare : 
Amarant for those wounds in choUer growes 
And desperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes: 

Yer. 64, bulke. MS. and P.CO. 
3 Which Qaj had slain befbre. 
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Which did directly on his body light, 85 

Soe violent, and weighty there-withall, 
That downe to ground on sudden came the knight; 

And, ere he cold recover from the fall, 
The gyant gott his clubb againe in fist, 
And aimd a stroke that wonderfullye mist. 90 

Traytor, quoth Guy, thy falshood Ile repay, 

This coward act to intercept my bloode. 
Sayes Amarant, Ile murther any way, 

With enemyes all vantages are good: 
O could I poyson in thy nostrills blowe, 95 

Besure of it I wold dispatch thee soe. 

Its well, Said Guy, thy honest thoughts appeare, 
Within that beastlye bulke where devills dwell; 

Which are thy tenants while thou livest heare, 
But will be landlords when thou comest in hell: 100 

Vile miscreant, prepare thee for their den. 

Inhumane monster, hatefull unto men. 

But breathe thy seife a time , while I goe drinke, 
For flameing Phoebus with his fyerye eye 

Torments me soe with buming heat, I thinke 105 

My thirst wolde serve to drinke an ocean drye : 

Forbear a litle, as I delt with thee. 

Quoth Amarant, Thou hast noe foole of mee. 

Noe, sillye wretch, my father taught moi^ witt, 
How I shold use such enemyes as thou; 110 

By all my gods I doe rejoice at itt, 
To understand that thirst constraines thee now: 

For all the treasure, that the world containes, 

One drop of water shall not coole thy vaines. 

Releeve my foel why, *twere a madmans part: 115 

Befresh an adversarye to my wrongl 
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imagine this, a child thou art: 

fellow, I have known the world too long 

loe simple : now I know tkj want, 

tes Space of breathing TU not grant. 120 

th these words heaving aloft; bis cltibb 

^e ayre, be swings tbe same about: 

lakes bis lockes, and dotb bis temples rubb, 

like tbe Cyclops, in bis pride dotb strout: 

B.J8 bee, I bave you at a lift, 125 

u are come unto yoor latest sbift. 

Forever: with tbis stroke I send tbee 

dicine, that will doe tby tbirst mucb good: 

oe more care for drinke before I end tbee, 

iben wee*ll bave carouses of tby blood: 130 

it tbee witb a batcber*s downrigbt blow, 

se my furye witb tbine overtbrow. 

U, false, obdurate feend, said G-uy, 

seemst a lumpe of crueltye from bell; 

ifuU monster, since tbou dost deny 135 

bing to mee wberin I used tbee well: 

ore revenge, tban ere my sword did make, 

accursed bead revenge Ile take. 

ants longitude sball sborter sbrinke, 

>t tby sun-scorcbt skin be weapon proof : 140 

U my tbirst; I doe disdaine to drinke; 

mes keepe your waters to your owne beboof ; 

rild beasts be welcome tbereunto; 

ose pearle drops I will not have to do. 

prant, take a taste of my good- will, 145 

lus I doe begin my bloodye bout: 

mot cbuse but like tbe greeting ill; 

lot tbat same clubb will beare you out; 

:e tbis payment on tby shaggye crowne — 

j tbat brougbt bim witb a vengeance downe. 150 
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Then Guy sett foot upon the monsters brest, 
And £rom his Shoulders did bis bead divide ; 

Wbicb witb a yawninge mouth did gape, unblest; 
Noe dragons jawes were ever seene soe wide 

To open and to sbut, tili life was spent. 

Then Guy tooke keyes, and to the Castle went, 

Wbere manye woefull captives be did find, 
Wbicb had beene tyred witb extremityes ; 

Wbom be in freindly manner did unbind, 
And reasoned witb tbem of tbeir miseryes: 

Ecbe told a tale witb teares, and sigbes, and cryef 

All weeping to bim witb complaining eyes. 

Tbere tender ladyes in darke dungeons lay, 
Tbat were surprised in tbe desart wood, 

And bad nöe otber dyett eyerye day, 
But flesb of bumane creatures for tbeir food: 

Some witb tbeir lovers bodyes bad beene fed. 

And in tbeir wombes tbeir busbands buryed. 

Now be betbinkes bim of bis being tbere, 
To enlarge tbe wronged bretbren from tbeir woefl 

And, as be searcbetb, dotb great Glamours bcare, 
By wbicb sad sound's direction on be goes, 

Untill be findes a darksome obscure gate, 

Arm*d strongly ouer all witb iron plate. 

Tbat be unlockes, and enters, wbere appeares 
Tbe strängest object tbat be ever saw; 

Men tbat witb famishment of many years, 
Were like deatbes picture, ndiicb tbe painters dr; 

Divers of tbem were hanged by ecbe tbombe ; 

Otbers bead-downward : by tbe middle some. 

Witb diligence be takes tbem from tbe walle, 
Witb lybertye tbeir tbraldome to acquaint: 
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Then the perplezed knight their father calls, 

And sayes, Beceive thy sonnes though poore and faint: 
I pronusd 70a their lives, accept of that ; 185 

Bat did not Warrant you they shold be fat. 

The Castle I doe give thee, heere's the keyes, 
Where tyranye för many yeeres did dwell : 

Procure the gentle tender ladyes ease, 
For pittyes sake, use wronged women well: 190 

Men easilye revenge the wrongs men do ; 

But poore weake women have not strength thereto. 

The good old man, eyen overjoyed with this, 
FeU on the ground, and wold have kist Guys feete: 

Father, quoth he, refraine soe base a kiss, 195 

For age to honor youth I hold nnmeete : 

Ambltioas piyde hath hurt mee all it can, 

I goe to mortifie a sinfuU man. 



*^* The foregoing poem on Guy and Amarant has been 
icovered to be a £ragment of "The famous historie of Guy 
rle of Warwicke, by Samuel Rowlands, London, printed 

J. Bell, 1649," 4to, in zii. cantos, beginning thus : 

'*When dreadfal Mars in armoor every day. 
hether the edition in 1649 was the first, is not known, but 
3 author, Sam. Bowlands, was one of the minor poets 
10 lived in the reigns of Queen Elizabeth and James L, 
d perhaps later. His other poems are chiefly of the re- 
ious kind, which makes it probable that the history of 
ly was one of his earliest Performances. There are extant 
his, (1) "The betraying of Christ, Judas in dispaire, the 
ren words of our Saviour on the Crosse , with other poems 

the passion, &c. 1598," 4to. [Ames Typ. p. 428.] (2.) "A 
leatre of delightful Recreation, Lond. printed for A. John- 
1, 1605," 4to. (Penes editor.) This is a book of poems on 
bjects chiefly taken from the Old Testament (3.) "Me- 
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mory of Clirisfs miracles, in verse. Lond. 1618/' 4to. 
"Heaven*8glory, earth'svanity, and helFs horror." In 
1638, 8vo. [These two in Bod. Cat] 

In the present edition, the foregoing poem has been n 
improved from the printed copy. 



m. 

A SCOTTIBH SONG. 

I HAYE not been able to meet with a more ancient cop 
this homorous old song, than that printed in The Tea-l 
Miscellany, &c., which seems to have admitted some cor 
tions. 

Lats in an evening forth I went 

A little before the sun gade down, 
And there I chanc't, by accident, 

To light on a battle new begun: 
A man and his wife wer fawn in a strife, 

I canna weel teil ye how it began; 
But aye ehe wail'd her wretched life, 

Cryeng, Evir alake, mine auld goodman! 

HE. 

Thy auld goodman, that thou teils of, 

The country kens where he was bom. 
Was but a silly poor vagabond, 

And ilka ane leugh him to scom: 
For he did spend and make an end 

Of gear * his fathers nevir * wan ; 
He gart the poor stand frae the door; 

Sae teil nae mair of thy auld goodman. 

SHE. 

My heart, alake! is liken to break, 
Whan I think on my winsome John, 
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His blinkan ee, and galt sae free, 

Was naithing like thee , thou dösend drone ; 20 
Wi' his rosie face, and fläzen hair, 

And skin as white as ony swan, 
He was large and tall, and comely withall; 

Thoult nevir be like mine auld goodman. 



Why dost thou plein? I thee maintein; 25 

For meal and mawt thou disna want: 
But thy wild bees I canna please, 

Now whau our gear gins to grow scant: 
Of houshold stuff thou hast enough; 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ; 30 

Of sicklike wäre he leffc thee bare; 

Sae teil nae mair of thy auld goodman 

SEE. 

Yes I may teil, and fret my seil, 

To think on those blyth days I had, 
Whan I and he together ley 35 

In armes into awell-made bed: 
But now I sigh and may be sad, 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 
Thou falds thy ieet, and fa's asleep; 

Thou'lt nevir be like mine auld goodinan. 40 

Then Coming was the night sae dark, 

And gane was a* the light of day : 
The Carle was fear*d to miss his mai'k. 

And therefore wad nae louger stay : 
Then up he gat, and ran his way, 45 

I trowe, the wife the day she wan; 
And aye the owreword of the fray 

Was, £yir alake! mine auld goodman. 
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IV. 

Statt Wm^^tt ütm %\mtt mManu 

This seems to be the old song quoted in Fletcher*8 Kniff- 
of ihe Burning Pestle^ acta ii. and iii. ; although the ßix lini 
there preserved are somewhat different from those in tt 
ballad, as it Stands at present. The reader will not wond« 
at this , when he is informed that tbis is only given frouL 
modern printed copy picked up on a stall. Its fall title i 
"Fair Margaretes Misfortune; or, Sweet WiUiam's frightT 
dreams on bis wedding-night, with the sudden death ac 
burial of those noble lovers." 

The lines preserved in the play are this distich, 

" Yoa are no love for me , Margaret, 
I am no love for you." 
And t]»e foUowing stanza, 

"When it was grown to dark midnight, 
And all were fast asleep, 
In came Margarets grimly ghost 
And stood at Williams feet." 

These lines have acquired an importance by giving birth t( 
one of the most beautifiil ballads in oor own or any language 
See the song entitled Margarets Ghost ^ at the end of thif 
volume. 

Since the first edition some improvements have been in- 
serted, which were communicated by a lady of the first 
distinction, as she had heard this song repeated in her in- 
fancy. 

As it feil out on a long summer's day 

Two lovers they sat on a hill; 
They sat together that long summer's day, 

And could not talk their £11. 

I see no härm by you, Margaret, t 

And you see none by mee : 
Before to-morrow at eight o' the clock 

A rieh wedding you shall see. 
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Pair Margaret sat in her bower-window, 
Gombing her yellow hair, 10 

There she spyed sweet William aud his bnde, 
As they were a riding near. 

Then down sbe layd her ivory combe, 

And braided her hair in twain: 
She weilt alive out of her bower, 15 

But ne*er came alive in't again. 

When day was gone, and night was come, 

And all men fast asleep, 
Then came the spirit of fair Margaret, 

And stood at Williams feet. 20 

Are you awake, sweet William? shee said; 

Or, sweet William, are you asleep? 
God give you joy of your gay bride-bed, 

And me of my winding sheet. 

When day was come, and night was gone, 25 

And all men wak*d from sleep, 
Sweet William to his lady sayd, 

My dear, I haye cause to weep. 

I dreamt a dream, my dear ladye. 

Such dreames are never good: 30 

I dreamt my bower was füll of red * wine,' 

And my bride-bed füll of blood. 

Such dreams, such dreams, my honoured Sir, 

They never do prove good; 
To dream thy bower was füll of red * wine,* 35 

And thy bride-bed füll of blood. 

He called up his merry men all, 
By one, by two, and by three; 

Ver. 81, 35, swine. P. 00. 
F^ren, lÜ. 9 
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Saying, m awaj to fair BIarg*ref8 boweT| 
Bj Sie leave of my ladi^. 

And when he came to fair Marg'ret's bo 

He knocked at the ring; 
And who so ready as her seven brethr^a 

To let ßweet William in. 

Then he tomed np the coyering-sheet, 

Pray let me see the dead; 
Methinks she looks all pale and wan, 

She hath lost her cheiry red. 

111 do more for thee, Margaret, 

Than any of thy kin; 50 

For I will kiss thy pale wan lips, 

ThoQgh a smile I cannot win. 

With that bespake the seyen brethren, 

Making most piteoos mone : 
Yon may go kiss yoor jolly brown bride, 55 

And let our sister alone. 

If I do kiss my jolly brown bride, 

I do bnt what is right; 
I neer made a vow to yonder poor eorpae 

By day , nor y et by night 60 

Deal on, deal on, my mezry men all, 

Deal on yoor cake and yonr wine^, 
For whateTer is dealt at her fnneral to-day, 

Shail be dealt to-monow at mine. 

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day« 65 

Sweet William dyed the morrow: 
Fair Margaret dyed for pure tzne lore, 

Sweet William dyed Idr aonow. 
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•et was buryed in the lower chanc^l, 

illiam in the higher; 70 

her brest there sprang a rose, 
out of his a briar. 

' grew tili they grew unto the church top, 
And then they could grow no higher; 
And there they tyed in a true lovers knot, 75 

Which made all the people admire. 

Then came the clerk of the parish, 

As you the truth shall hear, 
And by misfortune out them down, 

Or they had now been there. 80 



V. 

GrivEN, with some corrections, from an old black-letter 
y entitled, ^^ Barbara AUen's cruelty, or the young man's 
tedy." 

In Scarlel towne, where I was bome, 

There was a faire maid dwellin, 
Made every youth crye, Wel-awaye! 

Her name was Barbara Allen. 

All in the merrye month of May, 5 

When greene buds they were swellin, 

Yong Jemmye Grove on his death-bed lay, 
For love of Barbara Allen. 

He sent his man unto her then, 

To the town where shee was dwellin; 10 

You must come to my master deare, 

Giff your name be Barbara Allen. 

9* 
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For deaüi is printed on his face, 

And oie his hart is stealin: 
Then haste awaj to comfort him, 15 

O lovelje Barbara Allen. 

Thoogh death be printed on his face. 

And ore his harte is stealin, 
Tet little better shall he bee 

For bonnj Barbara Allen. 20 

So slowly, slowly, sbe came np, 

And slowly she came nye bim ; 
And all sbe say d , wben there she came, 

Youg man, 1 think y*aire dying. 

He tamd his face nnto her strait, 2d 

With deadlye sorrow sigb.ng; 

lovely maid, come pity mee, 
Ime on my death-bed lying. 

If on your death-bed yon doe lye, 
What needs the tale yon are tellin: 30 

1 cannüt keep yon from your death; 
Farewell, sayd Barbara Allen. 

He tnmd his face anto the wall, 

As deadiye pangs he feil in: 
Adieu! adieu! adieu to you all, 35 

Adieu to Barbara Allen. 

As she was Walking ore the fielda, 

Sbe heard the bell a knelliu ; 
And every stroke d.d seem to saye, 

Unworthy Barbara Allen. 40 

She tumd her bodye round about, 

And spied the corps a comuig: 
Laye down , laye down the corps, she sayd, 

l'hat 1 may look upon him. 
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With scomful eye she looked downe, 45 

Her cheeke with laughter swellin; 
Whilst all her friends cryd out amaine, 

Unworthye Barbara Allen. 

When he was dead, and laid in grave, 

Her harte waa strack with sorrowe, 50 

mother, mother, make my bed, 

For I Bhall dye to-morrowe. 

Hard-harted creature him to slight, 

Who loved me so dearlye: 
that I had beene more kind to him, 55 

When he was alive and neare me ! 

She, on her death-bed as she laye, 

Beg'd to be buried by him; 
And sore repented of the daye, 

That she did ere denye him. 60 

Farewell, she sayd, ye virgins all, 

And shun the fault I feil in: 
Henceforth take waming by the fall 

Of cruel Barbara Allen. 



* 



« 



VI. 

A SC0TTI8H BALLAD. 

Fbom Allan ßamsay's Tea-Table Miscellany, The con- 
ling stanza of this piece seems modern. 



Thkbb came a ghost to Margaret's door, 
With many a grievous grone, 

And ay he tirled at the pin; 
But ans wer made she none. 
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Is this my father Philip? 5 

Or iß*t my brother John? 
Or i8*t my true love Willie, 

From Scotland new come home? 

Tis not thy father Philip; 

Nor yet thy brother John : 10 

But tis thy true love Willie 

From Scotland new come home. 

sweet Margret! dear Margret I 

I pray thee speak to mee: 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 15 

As I gave it to thee. 

Thy faith and troth thou'se nevir get, 

* Of me shalt nevir win,* 
Till that thou come within my bower, 

And kisB my cheek and chin. 20 

If I should come within thy bower, 

I am no earthly man : 
And should I kiss thy rosy lipp, 

Thy days will not be lang. 

sweet Margret, dear Margret, 25 

I pray thee speak to mee : 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret) 

As I gave it to thee. 

Thy faith and troth thou*se nevir get, 

' Of me shalt nevir win,* 30 

Till thou take me to yon kirk yard, 
And wed me with a ring. 

My bones are buried in a kirk yard 

Afar beyond the sea, 
And it is but my sprite , Margret, 35 

That's speaking now to thee. 
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She stretched out her lilly-wliite band, 

As for to do her best: 
Hae there your faith and troth, Willie, 

God send your soul good rest. 40 

Now she has kilted her robes of green, 

A piece below her knee : 
And a' the live-lang winter night 

The dead corps foUowed shee. 

Is there any room at your head, Willie? 45 

Or any room at your feet? 
Or any room at your side, Willie, 

Wherein that I may creep? 

There's nae room at my head, Margret, 

There's nae room at my feet, 50 

There's no room at my side , Margret, 
My coffin is made so meet. 

Then up and crew the red red cock. 

And up then crew the gray : 
Tis time , tis time , my dear Margret, 55 

That *I' were gane away. 

No more the ghost to Margret said, 

ßut, with a grievous grone, 
£yanish'd in a cloud of mist, 

And left her all alone. 60 

stay , my only true love, stay, 

The constant Margret eried : 
Wan grew her cheeks, she clos'd her een, 

Stretch'd her saft limbs, and died. 
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vn. 
<Hr 3(o|in ^t^mt am 'Baxbaxsi ^Uoiu 

A 8COTTIBH BALLAD. 

Printbd, with a few conjectural emendations, from a 
written copy. 



It was in and about the Martininas time, 

When the greene leaves wer a fallan: 
That Sir John Grehme o* the west countrye, 

Fell in luve wi* Barbara Allan. 

He sent his man down throw the towne, 5 

To the plaice wher she was dwellan: 
haste and cum to my maister deare, 

Gin ye bin Barbara Allan. 

hooly, hooly raise she up, 

To the plaice wher he was lyan; 10 

And whan she drew the curtain by, 

Young man, 1 think ye're dyan^. 

its I'm sick , and very very sick, 

And its a' for Barbara Allan. 
the better for me ye'se never be, 15 

Though your harts blude wer spillan. 

Hemember ye nat in the tavem, sir, 

Whan ye the cups wer fillan; 
How ye made the healths gae round and round, 

And slighted Barbara Allan? 20 

He tum'd his face unto the wa*. 
And death was with him dealan; 

Uigenioiu friend thinks the rbymes dyand and Iffond ooght to be 
d; M the taont, 'Young man, I think yeVe lyand,* would be very 
liMlcal. 
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Adiew! adiew! my dear friends a*, 
Be kind to Barbara Allan. 

Then hooly , hooly raise she np, 25 

And hooly, hooly left him; 
And sighan said , she could not stay, 

Since death of life had reft him. 

She had not gane a mile but twa, 

Whan she heard the deid-bell knellan; 30 

And everye jow the deid-bell geid, 

Cried, Wae to Barbara Allan! 

mither, mither, mak my bed, 

mak it saft and narrow : 
Since my love died for me to day, 35 

Ise die for him to morrowe. 

*#* 



vm. 
W^t T^MS^fi Dm^tv of 3ljBittn0totu 

Fbom an ancient black-letter copy in the Pepys collection, 
with some improvements communicated by a lady as she had 
heard the same recited in her youth. The füll title is, ^^True 
love requited; or, the BailifiTs daughter of Islington." 

Islington in Norfolk is probably the place here meant. 



Thebb was a youthe, and a well-beloved youthe, 

And he was a squires son: 
He loved the baylilfes daughter deare, 

That lived in Islington. 

Yet she was coye, and would not believe 

That he did love her soe, 
Noe nor at any time would she 

Any countenance to him showe. 
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But when bis friendes did understand 

His fond and foolish minde, 10 

They sent liiin up to faire London 

An apprentice for to binde. 

And when he had been seyen long yearefl, 

And never his love could see : 
Many a teare have I shed for her sake, 15 

When she little thought of mee. 

Then all the maids of Islington 

Went forth to sport and playe, 
All but the bayliffes daughter deare ; 

She secretly stole awaye. 20 

She pulled off her gowne of greene, 

And put on ragged attire, 
And to faire London she would go 

Her true love to enquire. 

And as she went along the high road, 25 

The weather being hot and drye, 
She sat her downe upon a green bank, 

And her true love came riding bye. 

She started up , with a colour soe redd, 

Catching hold of his bridle-reine ; SO 

One penny, one penny, kind sir, she sayd, 

Will ease me of much paine. 

Before I give you one penny, sweet-heart, 

Praye teil me where you were bome. 
At Islington, kind sir, sayd shee, 35 

Where I have had many a scome. 

I prythee, sweet-heart, then teil to mee, 

teil me , whether you knowe 
The bayliffes daughter of Islington. 

She is dead, sir, bng agoe. 40 
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H she be dead, then take my horse, 

My saddle and bridle also ; 
Fox I will into ßome farr countrye, 

Where noe man shall me knowe. 

O ßtaye, staye, thou goodlye youthe, 45 

She Btandeth by thy side ; 
She is here alive , she is not dead, 

And readye to be thy bride 

O farewell gricf , and welcome joye, 

Ten thousand times therefore ; 50 

For nowe I have founde mine owne true love, 

Whom I thought I should never see more. 



IX. 

A PASTOBAL DIALOGüE. 

Fbom the small black-letter coUection, entitled, ^'The 
Golden Garland of princely Delights;" coUated with two 
other copies, and corrected by conjecture. 



How now, shepherde, what meanes that? 
Why that willowe in thy hat? 
Why thy scarffes of red and yellowe 
Tum*d to branches of greene willowe? 

CÜDDY. 

They are chang'd, and so am I; 
Sorrowes live , bat pleasures die : 
Philiis hath forsaken mee, 
Which makes me weare the willowe-tree. 
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Phillis! shee that lov'd thee long? 
Is sbee the lass hath done thee wrong? 
Shee that lov*d thee long and best, 
la her love tumed to a jest? 

CUDDT. 

Shee that long troe loTe profeat, 
She hath robb*d mj heart of rest: 
For she a new loTe loves, not mee; 
Which makes me wear the willowe-tree. 

wniT. 
Come then, shepherde, let os joine, 
Since thj happ is iike to mine : 
For the maid I thought most tme 
Mee hath also bid adieu. 

CTDDT. 

Thj hard happ doth mine appease, 
Companye doth sorrowe ease: 
Yct, Phillis, still I pine for thee, 
And «tili must weare the willowe-tree. 

wniT. 
Shepherde, be advis^d bj mee. 
Gast off grief and wiUowe-tree: 
For tb j grief brings her content, 
She ia pleaa'd if thon lament. 

CCDDT. 

Herdnan, 111 be nü*d bj thee« 
There 1 jca grief and wiUowe-tree : 
HoMefbith 1 will do as ther« 
And loTe m new knre extxj da j. 
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X. 

%it tm'fi JFafl, 

[s given (with corrections) from the £ditor*8 ancient folio 
. coUated with two printed copies in black-letter; one in 
British Museum, the other in the Pepys collection. Its 
title is, "A lamentable bailad of the Lad/s fall." To 
tune of In pescod Hme^ &c. The bailad here referred to 
reserved in the Muses Library^ 8vo, p. 281. It is an alle- 
f or Vision, entitled, The Shepherdts Slumher ^ and openp 
1 some pretty mral images, viz. 

"In pescod time when hound to hom 
Qives eare tili back be kiFd, 
And little lada wi.h pipes of come 
Säte keeping beasta a-fleld, 

'*I went to gather strawbenies 

By woods and groves füll fair," &c. 



Marke well my heavy dolefuU tale, 

You loyall lovers all, 
And heedfuUy beare in your brest 

A gallant ladyes fall. 
Long was she wooed, ere shee was wonne 5 

To lead a wedded life, 
But folly wrougüt her overthrowe 

Before shee was a wife. 

Too soone , alas ! shee gave consent 

And yeelded to his will, 10 

Though he protested to be true, 

And faithfull to her still. 
Shee feit her body altered quite, 

Her bright hue waxed pale, 
Her lovelye cheeks chang*d color white, 15 

Her strength began to fayle. 
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Soe that with many a sorrowftil sigli, 

Thifl beauteous ladye milde, 
With greeved hart, perceived herseife 

To have conceived with childe. 
Shee kept it irom her parents sight 

As close as close might bee. 
And soe put on her silken gowne 

None might her swelling see. 

Unto her lover secretly 

Her greefe she did bewray, 
And, Walking with him hand in hand, 

These words to him did say : 
Behold, qaoth shee, a maids distresse 

By love brought to thy bowe. 
Behold 1 goe with childe by thee, 

Tho none thereof doth knowe. 

THe little babe Springs in my wombe 

To heare its fathers voyce, 
Lett it not be a bastard called, 

Sith 1 made thee my choyce : 
Come, come, my love, perform thy vowe 

And wed me out of hand ; 
O leave me not in this extreme 

Of griefe, alas! to stand. 

Think on thy former promises, 

Thy oathes and vowes eche one ; 
Remember with what bitter teares 

To mee thou madest thy moane. 
Convay me to some secrett place. 

And marry me with speede ; 
Or with thy rapyer end my life, 

Ere further shame proceede. 

Alackc! my beauteous love, quoth hee, 
Mj joye, and only dear-, 
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Which way can I convay thee bence, 

When dangers are so near? 
Thy friends are all of hye degree, 

And I of meane estate ; 
Füll hard it is to gett thee forthe 55 

Out of thy fathers gate. 

Dread not thy life to save my fame, 

For, if thou taken bee, 
My seife will step betweene the swords, 

And take the härme on mee : 60 

Soe shall I scape dishonor quite ; 

And if 1 should be slaine, 
What could they say, but that true love 

Had wrought a ladyes bane. 

But feare not any further härme ; 65 

My seife will soe devise, 
That 1 will ryde away with thee 

Unknowen of mortall eyes ; 
Disguised like some pretty page 

Ile meete thee in the darke, 70 

And all alone He come to thee 

Hard by my fathers parke. 

And there , quoth hee, Ile meete my deare 

If God soe lend me life, 
On this day month without all fayle 75 

I will make thee my wife. 
Then with a sweet and loving kisse, 

They parted presentlye, 
And att their partinge brinish teares 

Stoode in eche others eye. 80 

Att length the wished day was come, 

On which this beauteous mayd, 
With longing eyes, and stränge attire, 

For her true lover stayd. 



144 THE LADY^S FALL. 

When any person shee espjed 85 

Come ryding ore the plaine, 
She hop'd it was her owne true love: 

But all her hopes were yaine. 

Then did shee weepe and sore bewajle 

Her most unhappy fate ; 90 

Then did shee speake these woefuU words, 

As succourless she säte ; 
O false, forswome, and faithlesse man, 

Disloyall in thy love, 
Hast thou forgott thy promise past, 95 

And wilt thou perjured prove? 

And hast thou now forsaken mee 

In this mj great distresse, 
To end my dajes in open shame, 

Which thou mightst well redresse? 100 

Woe worth the time I eer believ'd 

That flatteriug tongue of thine : 
Wold Grod that I had never seene 

The teares of thy false eyne. 

And thus with many a sorrowful sigh, 105 

Homewards shee went againe ; 
Noe rest came in her waterye eyes, 

Shee feit such privye paine. 
In travail strong shee feil that night, 

With many a bitter throwe ; ' 110 

What woefull paines shee then did feel, 

Doth eche good woman knowe. 

Shee called np her waiting mayd, 

That lay at her bedds feete, 
Who musing at her mistress woe, 115 

Began füll fast to weepe. 
Weepe not, said shee, but shutt the dores 

And windowes round about, 
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Let none bewray my wretched state, 
But keepe all persona out. 120 

mistress, call your mother deare, 

Of women you have neede, 
And of some skilfuU midwifes helpe, 

That better may you speed. 
Call not my mother for thy life, 125 

Nor fetch no woman here; 
The midwifes helpe comes all too late, 

My death I doe not feare. 

With that the habe sprang from her wombe 

No creature being nye, 130 

And with one sighe, which brake her hart, 

This gentle dame did dye. 
The lovely litle infant younge, 

The mother being dead, 
Kesigned its new received breath 135 

To him that had it made. 

Next moming came her own true love, 

Affrighted at the newes, 
And he for sorrow slew himselfe, 

Whom eche one did aecuse. 140 

The mother with her new borne habe, 

Were laide both in one grave: 
Their parents overwome with woe, 

No joy thenceforth cold have. 

Take heed, you dayntye damsells all, 145 

Of flattering words beware, 
And to the honour of your name 

Have an especial care. 
Too true, alas! this story is, 
, As many one can teil: 150 

By others harmes leame to be wise, 

And you shall do füll well. 



Percy, JIL 



10 
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How now, quoth ehe, thou drunken ass, S6 

Who bade thee here to prate? 

With thy two daughters thou didst lye, 

On them two bastardes got. 
And thus most tauntingly ehe chaft 

Against poor Billy Lot. 40 

Who calleth there, quoth Judith then, 

With such shrill sounding notes? 
This ßne minkes surely came not here, 

Quoth she, for cutting throats. 

Good Lord, how Judith blusVd for shame, 45 

When ßhe heard her say soel 
King David hearing of the same, 

He to the gate would goe. 

Quoth David, who knockes there so loud, 
And maketh all this strife? 50 

You were more kinde, good Sir, she sayd, 
Unto Uriah's wife. 

And when thy servant thou didst cause 

In battle to be slaine : 
Thou causedst far more strife than I, 55 

Who would come here so faine. 

The woman's mad, quoth Solomon, 

That thus doth taunt a king. 
Not half so mad as you, she sayd, 

I trowe, in manye a thing. 60 

Thou hadst seven hundred wives at once, 

For whom thou didst provide; 
And yet, god wot, three hundred whores 

Thou must uMiintaine beside : 
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AJöd ihey made thee forsake thy Grod, 
And worship Stockes and stones; 

Besides the Charge they put thee to 
In breeding of young bones. 

Hadst thou not bin beside thy wits, 
Tbou wouldst not thus have ventur'd; 

And therefore I do manrel much, 
How thou this place hast enternd. 

I neyer heard, qaoth Jonas then, 

Bo yile a scold as this. 
Thou whore-son run-away, quoth she, 

Thou diddest more amiss. 

*They say,* quoth Thomas, womens tongues 

Of aspen-leaves are made. 
Thou unbelieving wretch, quoth she, 

All is not true that's sayd. 

When Mary Magdalen heard her then, 

She came unto the gate. 
Quoth she, good woman. you must think 

Upon your former State. 

No sinner enters in this place 
Quoth Mary Magdalene. Then 

'Twere ill for you, fair mistress mine, 
Sbe answered her agen: 

You for your honestye, quoth she, 

Had once been ston'd to death; 
Had not our Saviour Christ come by, 

Aud written on the earth. 

It was not by your occupation, 
You are become divine: 

V«. 77. I tiünk. P. 
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I hope my soul in Christ bis passiou, 95 

Shall be as safe as tbine. 

Uprose tbe good apostle Paul, 

And to tbis wife be cryed, 
Except tbou sbake tby sins away, 

Tbou bere sbalt be denyed. 100 

Bemember, Paul, wbat tbou bast done. 

All tbrougb a lewd desire : 
How tbou didst persecute God's cburcb, 

Witb wratb as bot as fire. 

Tben up starts Peter at tbe last, 105 

And to tbe gate be bies: 
Fond fool, quotb be, knock not so fast, 

Tbou weariest Cbrist witb cries. 

Peter, saidsbe, content tbyselfe, 

For mercye may be won, 110 

I never did deny my Cbrist, 

As tbou tbyselfe bast done. 

Wben as our Saviour Cbrist beard tbis, 

Witb beavenly angels brigbt. 
He comes unto tbis sinful soul, 115 

Wbo trembled at bis sigbt. 

Of bim for mercye sbe did crave. 

Quotb be, tbou bast refus'd 
My profferd grace, and mercy botb, 

Aiid mucb my name abus'd. 120 

Sore bave I sinned, Lord, sbe sayd. 

And spent my time in vaine, 
But bring me like a wandring sbeepe 

Into tby flocke againe. 
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XI. 

Wal; ZMal^y !Uit)e ht l^onn?« 

A SCOTTISH SONG. 

This is a very ancient song, but we could only giye '^ 
froin a modern copy. Some editions, instead of the four la^^ 
lines in the sccond stanza, have these, which have too muct-^ 
merit to be wholly suppressed : 

'*Wban cockle Shells tarn silier bells, 
And muscles grow on every tree, 
When frost and snaw sali warm us aw\ 
Than sali my love prove tme to me." 

See the Orpheus Caledonios, &c. 

ArtburVseat, mentioned in verse 17, is a hill near £dii=^ 
borough ; at the bottom of which is St. Anthony*s well. 



WALY waly up the bank, 

And waly waly down the brae, 
And waly waly yon bum side, 
Where I and my love wer wont to gae. 

1 leant my back unto an aik, ^ 
1 thought it was a tnisty tree ; 

But first it bow*d, and syne it brak, 
Sae my true love did lichtly me. 

waly waly , gin love be bonny, 

A little time while it is new ; 10 

But when its auld , it waxeth cauld, 

And fades awa* like moming dew. 
wherfore shuld I busk my head? 

Or wherfore shuld I käme my hair? 
For my true love has me forsook, 15 

And says hell never loe me mair. 

Now Arthm'-seat sali be my bed, 
The sheet« shall neir be fyl'd by me : 
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Saint Anton's well sali be my drink, 

Since my true love has forsaken me. 20 

Marti'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And shake the green leaves äff the tree? 

gentle death, whan wilt thou cum? 
For of my life I am wearie. 

Tis not the frost, that freezes feil, - 25 

Nor blawing snaws inclemencie ; 
'Tis not sie cauld , that makes me cry, 

But my loves heart grown cauld to me. 
Whan we came in by Glasgowe town, 

We were a comely sight to see, 30 

My love was cled in black velvet, 

And I my seil in cramasie. 

But had I wist, before I kisst, 
That love had been sae ill to win; 

1 had lockt my heart in a case of gowd, 35 
And pinnd it with a silier pin. 

And, oh ! if my young habe were bom, 

And set upon the nurses knee. 
And I my seil were dead and gane ! 

For a maid again Ise never be. 40 



xn. 

W^t WSisinUm W[i& of TBai^ 

Prom an ancient copy in black-print, in the Pepys col- 
ion. Mr. Addison has pronounced this an excellent hal- 
: See the Spectator, No. 248. 



In Bath a wanton wife did dwelle, 

As Chaucer he doth write ; 
Who did in pleasure spend her dayes, 

And many a fond delight, . 

10* 
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lipon a time sore sicke she was 5 

And at the length did dye; 
And then her sool at heaven gate, 

Did knocke most mightilje. 

First Adam came unto the gate : 

Who knocketh there ? quoth hee. 10 

I am the wife of Bath , she sayd, 

And faine would come to thee. 

Thou art a sinner, Adam sayd^ 

And here no place shalt have. 
And so art thou , I trowe , quoth shee, 15 

*And eke a' doting knave. 

I will come in, in spight, she sayd, 

Of all such churles as thee ; 
Thou wert the causer of our woe, 

Our paine and misery; 20 

And first broke Gods commandiments, 

In pleasure of thy wife. 
When Adam heard her teil this tale, 

He ranne away for life. 

Then downe came Jacob at the gate, 25 

And bids her packe to hell, 
Thou false deceiving knave , quoth she, 

Thou mayst be there as well. 

For thou deceiv'dst thy father deare. 

And thine own brother too. 30 

Away *slunk* Jacob presently, 

And made no more adoo. 

She knockes again with might and maine, 
And Lot he chides her straite. 

Ver. 16. Now gip you. P. 
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How now, quoth she, thou drunken ass, 35 

Who bade thee here to prate? 

With thy two daughtere thou didst lye, 

On them two bastardes got. 
And thus most taontlngly she chaft 

Against poor silly Lot. 40 

Who calleth there, quoth Judith then, 

With such shrill sounding notes? 
This fine minkes surely came not here, 

Quoth she, for cutting throats. 

Good Lord, how Judith blush'd for shame, 45 

When she heard her say soe ! 
King David hearing of the same, 

He to the gate would goe. 

Quoth David, who knockes there so loud. 
And maketh all this strife? 50 

You were more kinde, good Sir, she sayd, 
Unto Uriah's wife. 

And when thy servant thou didst cause 

In battle to be slaine : 
Thou causedst far more strife than I, 55 

Who would come here so faine. 

The woman's mad, quoth Solomon, 

That thus doth taunt a king. 
Not half so mad as you, she sayd, 

I trowe, in manye a thing. 60 

Thou hadst seven hundred wives at once, 

For whom thou didst provide ; 
And yet, god wot, three hundred whores 

Thou must maintaine beside : 
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And they made thee forsake thy God, 65 

And worship Stockes and stones ; 
Besides the Charge they put thee to 

In breeding of young bones. 

Hadst thoa not bin beside thy wits, 

Thou wouldst not thus have ventur'd; 70 

And therefore I do marvel much, 

How thou this place hast enter'd. 

I never heard, quoth Jonas then, 

So yile a scold as this. 
Thou whore-son run-away, quoth she, 75 

Thou diddest more amiss. 

*They say,' quoth Thomas, womens tongues 

Of aspen-leaves are made. 
Thou unbelieving wretch, quoth she, 

All is not true that*s sayd. 80 

When Mary Magdalen heard her then, 

She came unto the gate. 
Quoth she, good woman. you must think 

Upon your former State. 

No sinner enters in this place 86 

Quoth Mary Magdalene. Then 
*Twere ill for you, fair mistress mine, 

She answered her agen : 

You for your honestye, quoth she, 

Had once been ston'd to death; 90 

Had not our Saviour Christ come by, 

And written on the earth. 

It was not by your occupation, 
You are become divine : 

Ver. 77. I think. P. 



THB WANTON WIFB OF BATH. 151 

I hope my soul in Christ his passion, 95 

Shall be as safe as thine. 

Uprose the good apostle Paul, 

And to this wife he cryed, 
Except thou shake thy sine away, 

Thou here shalt be denyed. 100 

Bemember, Paul, what thou hast done, 

All through a lewd desire: 
How thou didst persecute God's church, 

With wrath as hot as fire. 

Then up Starts Peter at the last, 105 

And to the gate he hies: 
Fond fool, quoth he, knock not so fast, 

Thou weariest Christ with cries. 

Peter, saidshe, content thyselfe, 

For mercye may be won, 110 

I never did deny my Christ, 

As thou thyselfe hast done. 

When as our Saviour Christ heard this, 

With heavenly angels bright. 
He comes unto this sinful soul, 115 

Who trembled at his sight. 

Of him for mercye she did crave. 

Quoth he, thou hast refus'd 
My profferd grace, and mercy both. 

And much my name abus'd. 120 

Sore have I sinned, Lord, she sayd. 

And spent my time in vaine, 
But bring me like a wandring sheepe 

Into thy flocke againe. 
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Lord my God, I will amend 125 
My former wicked vice: 

The thief for one poor silly word, 
Fast into paradise. 

My lawes and my commandiments, 

Saith Christ, were knowne to thee; 130 

Bat of the same in any wise, 

Not yet one word did yee. 

1 grant the same, Lord, quoth she; 
Most lewdly did I live : 

Btit yet the loving father did 135 

His prodigal son forgive. 

So I forgive thy soiü, he sayd, 

Through thy repenting crye : 
Come enter then into my joy, 

I will not thee denye. 140— 



xm. 

Feom two ancient copies in black-letter: one in the Pepya- 
collection, the other in the British Mnseom. 



To the tone of The Lady's FaU. 

CoME moume, come moume with mee, 

You loyall lovers all; 
Lament my loss in weeds of woe, 

Whom griping grief doth thrall. 

Like to the drooping vine, 
Cut by the gardener's knife, 

Even so my heart, with sorrow slaine, 
Doth bleed for my sweet wife. 
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Bj 4eath, that gruAje ghost, 

My turtle dove is slaine, 10 

And I am left, unhappj man, 

To spend mj dayes in paine. 

Her beauty late so brigfat, 

Like roses in their prime, 
Is wasted like the mountain snowe, 15 

Before warme Phebus' shine. 

Her faire red colour'd cheeks 

Now pale and wan ; her eyes, 
That late did shine like crystal stars, 

Alas, their lightit dies: 20 

Her pretty lilly hands, 

With ßxigen long and small, 
In colour like the earthlye claye, 

Yea, cold and stiff withall. 

When as the moming-star 25 

Her golden gates had spred, 
And that the glittering sun arose 

Forth from fair Thetis' bed ; 

Then did my love awake, 

Most like a lilly-flower, 30 

And as the lovely queene of heaven, 

So shone shee in her bower. 

Attired was shee then 

Like Flora in her pride, 
Like one of bright Diana's nymphs, 35 

So look*d my loving bride. 

And as fair Helenes face 

Did Grecian dames besmirche, 
So did my dear exceed in sight 

All virgins in the church. 40 
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When we had knitt the knott 

Of holy wedlock-band, 
Like alabaster joyn'd to jett, 

So stood we band in band; 

Tben lo! a cbilling cold 

Stracke every vital part, 
And griping grief , like pangs of deatb, 

Seiz'd on my tnie love's beart. 

Down in a swoon sbe feil, 

Ab cold as any stone; 
Like Venus picture lacking llfe, 

So was my love brougbt bome. 

At lengtb ber rosye red, 

Tbrougbout ber comely face, 

As Phoebus beames witb watry cloudes 
Was cover*d for a space. 

Wben witb a grievous groane, 
And voice botb boarse and drye, 

Farewell, quotb sbe, my loving friend, 
For I tbis daye must dye; 

Tbe messenger of God 
Witb golden trumpe I see, 

Witb manye otber angels more, 
Wbicb sound and call for mee 

Instead of musicke sweet, 

Go toll my passing-bell; 
And witb sweet flowers strow my grave, 

Tbat in my cbamber smell. 

Strip off my bride's arraye, 
My cork sboes from my feet; 

And, gentle motber, be not coye 
To bring my winding-sbeet. 
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My wedding dinner drest, 

Bestowe upon the poor, 
And on the hongry, needy, maimde, 75 

Now craying at the door. 

« Instead of virgins jong, 
My bride-bed for to see, 
Gto cause some conning carpenter, 
To make a ehest for mee. 80 

My bride laces of silk 

Bestowd, for maidens meet, 

May fitly serve, when I am dead, 

To tye my hands and feet. 

And thou, my lover trae, 85 

My husband and my friend, 
Let me intreat thee here to staye, 

Until my life doth end. 

Now leave to talk of love, 

And humblye on your knee, 90 

Direet your prayers unto God: 

But moum no more for mee. 

In love as we have livde, 

In love let us depart; 
And I, in token of my love, 95 

Do kiss thee with my heart. 

staunch those bootless teares, 
Thy weeping tis in vaine: 

1 am not lost, for wee in heaven 

Shall one daye meet againe. 100 

With that shee tum*d aside, 

As one dispos'd to sleep, 
And like a lamb departed life: 

Whose friends did sorely weep. 
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Her true love seeing this, 105 

Did fetch a grievous groane, 
^ As tho' hiß heart would borst in twaine, . 
And thus he made his moane. 

darke and dismal daye, 

A daye of grief and care, 110 

That hath bereft the san so bright, 

Whose beams refresht the air. 

Now woe unto the world, 

And all that therein dwell, 
that I were with thee in heaven, 115 

For here I live in hell. 

And now this lover lives 

A discontented life, 
Whose bride was brought unto the grave 

A maiden and a wife. 120 

A garland fresh and faire 

Of lillies there was made, 
In sign of her virginitye, 

And on her co^ laid. 

Six maidens all in white, 125 

Did beare her to the ground: 
The bells did ring in solemn sort, 
w And made a dolefuU sound. 

In earth they laid her then, 

For hungry wormes a preye ; 130 

So shall the fairest face alive 

At length be brought to claye. 



DULOINÄ. 167, 

XIV. 

£)uldn«u 

TBN from two ancieut copies, one in black-print, in the 
} coUection, the other in the Editor's folio MS. Each 
»6 contained a stanza not found in the other. What 
id the best readings were selected from both. 
lis song is quoted as very populär in Walton's Com- 
Angler, chap. ii. It is more ancient than the ballad of 
-Good-FeUow printed below, which yet i» supposed to 
been written by Ben Jonson. 



As at noone Dnlcina rested 

In her sweete and shady bower, 
Game a shepherd, and requested 
In her läpp to sleepe an hour. 

But from her looke 5 

A wounde he tooke 
Soe deepe, that for a further boone 

The nymph he prayes. 

Wherto shee sayes, 
Forgoe me now, come to me soone. 10 

Bat in vayne shee did conjure him 

To depart her presence soe ; 
Having a thousand tongues to allure him, 
And but one to bid him goe: 

Where lipps invite, 15 

And eyes delight, 
And cheekes , as fresh as rose in june, 

Persuade delay; 

AVhat boots, she say, 
Porgoe me now, come to me soone? 20 

He demands what time for pleasure 
Can there be more fit than now: 
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She aayes, night gives love that leysure, 
Which the day can not allow. 

He sayes, the sight 25 

'Improves delight. 
'Which she denies: Nights mirkie noone 

In Venus' playes 

Makes hold, shee sayes: 
Forgoc me now, come to mee soone. 30 

But what promise or profession 

Erom his hands could purchase scope? 
Who would seil the sweet possession 
Of suche beautye for a hope? 

Or for the sight 35 

Of lingering night 
Eoregoe the preaent joyes of noone? 
Though ne'er soe faire 
Her Speeches were, 
Forgoe me now, come to me soone. 40 

How, at last, agreed these lovers? 

Shee was fayre, and he was young: 
The tongue may teil what th' eye discovers; 
Joyes unseene are never sung. 

Did shee consent, 45 

Or he relent; 
Accepts he night, or grants shee noone; 

Left he her a mayd, 

Or not; she sayd 
Forgoe me now, come to me soone 50 



XV. 

%it lau]? ^fi&htMfi Wm^m* 

Tras bailad is given fi'om an old black-letter copy in the 
Pepys collection, collated with anothet in the British Mu- 
seum, H. 263, folio. It is there entitled, "The Lady Isabella'« 
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Tragedy, or the Step-Mother*8 Craelty; being a relation of a 
lamentable and cruel murther, committed on the body of the 
ladj Isabella, the only daughter of a noble Duke, &c. To 
the tune of The Ladffs Fall" To some copies are annexed 
eight more modern stanzas, entitled, '* The Datchess's and 
Cook's Lamentation.** 



Thebe was a Iprd of worthy fame, 

And a hunting he would ride, 
Attended by a noble traine 

Of gentrye by his side. 

And while he did in chase remaine, 5 

To see both sport and playe; 
His ladye went, as she dld feigne, 

Unto the church to praye. 

This lord he had a daughter deare, 

Whose beauty shone so bright, 10 

She was belov'd, both far and neare, 

Of mauy a lord and knight. 

Fair Isabella was she caird, 

A creature faire was shee; 
She was her fathers only joye ; 15 

As you shali after see. 

Therefore her cruel step-mother 

Did envye her so much, 
That daye by daye she sought her life, 

Her malice it was such. 20 

She bargain*d with the master-cook, 

To take her life awaye : 
And taking of her daughters book, 

She thus to her did saye. 
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Go home; sweet daughter, I tHee praye, 25 

€k> hasten presentUe : 
And teil unto the master-<^ook 

These wordes that I teil thee. 

And bid him dresse to dinner streight 
That faire and milk- white doe, 30 

That in the park doth shine so bright, 
There's none so faire to showe. 

This ladje fearing of no härme, 

Obey'd her mothers will; 
And presentlye she hasted home, 35 

Her pleasure to fiilfill. 

She streight into the kitchen went, 

Her message for to teil; 
And there she spied the master-cook, 

Who did with malice swell. 40 

Nowe, master-cook, it mnst be soe, 

Do that which I thee teil: 
You needes must dresse the milk-white doe, 

Which you do knowe fall well. 

Then streight his cruell bloodye hands, 45 

He on the ladye layd; 
Who quivering and shaking Stands, 

While thus to her he sayd : 

Thou art the doe that I must dresse ; 

See here , behold my knife ; 50 

For it is pointed presently 

To ridd thee of thy life. 

then, cried out the scullion-boye, 

As loud as loud might beer 
save her life, good master-cook, 55 

And make y our pyes of mee I 
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For pityes sake do not destroye 

My ladje with your knife ; 
You know shee is her father's joye, 

For Christes sake save her life. 60 

I will not save her life , he sayd, 

Nor make my pyes of thee ; 
Yet if thou dost this deed bewraye, 

Thy butcher I will bee. 

Now when this lord he did come home 65 

For to Bit downe and eat; 
He called for his daughter deare, 

To come and carve his meat. 

Now sit you downe, his ladye sayd, 

sit you downe to meat: 70 

Into some nunnery she is gone ; 

Your daughter deare forget. 

Then solemnlye he made a vowe, 

Before the companie: 
That he would neither eat nor drinke, 75 

Until he did her see. 

then bespake the scullion-boye, 
With a loud voice so hye : 

If now you will your daughter see, 
My lord, cut up that pye: 80 

Wherein her fleshe is mineed small, 

And parched with the fire; 
All caused her by her step-moth^r, 

Who did her death desire. 

And cursed bee the master-cook, 85 

cursed may he bee ! 

1 proffered him my own heart's blood, 
From death to set her free. ' 



cy. in. 
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Then all in blacke this lord did moume; 

And for bis daughters sake, 
He judged her cruell step-moth^r 

To be bumt at a stake. 

Likewise he judg'd the master-cook 

In boiling lead to stand ; 
And made the simple scullion-boye 

The heire of all bis land. 



XVI. 
9i !^ut atio €tf flfter €nfi^ 

Tras song is a kind of translation of a pretty poem cn^^ 
Tasso's, calied Amore fuggitivo, generally printed with hsM-^ 
Aminia, and originally imitated from the first Idyllium d^:^ 
Moschus. 

It is extracted from Ben Jonson*s Masque at the marria^^ 
of Lord Viscount Hadington, on Shrove-Tuesday, 1608. Or».^ 
stanza, füll of dry mythology, is here omitted, as it had he&TM. 
dropt in a copy of this song printed in a small volume, calied 
Le Prince d^Amour. Lond. 1660, 8vo. 



Beaüties, have yee seen a toy, 

Calied Love, a little boy, 

Almost naked, wanton, blinde; 

Cruel now, and then as kinde? 

If he bee amongst yee, say: 5 

He is Venus* run away. 

Shee , that will but now discoyer 

Where the winged wag doth hover, 

Shali to-night receive a kisse, 

How and where herseife would wish : 10 

But who bringe him to bis mother 

Shall haye that kisse , and another 



i 
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Markes he hath about him plentio ; 

You may know him among twentie: 

All his body is a fire, 15 

And his breath a flame entire : 

Which, being shot, like lightning, in, 

Wounds the heart, but not the akin. 

Wings he hath, which though yee clip, 

He will leape from lip to lip, 20 

Over liver, lights, and heart; 

Yet not stay in any part. 

And , if Chance his arrow misses, 

He will shoot himselfe in kisses. 

He doth beare a golden bow, 25 

And a quiver haiiging low, 

Füll of arrowes, which outbrave 

Dianas shafts ; where , if he have 

Any head more sharpe than other, 

With that first he strikes his mother. 30 

Still the fairest are his fuell, 

When his daies are to be cruell; 

Lovers hearts are all his food. 

And his baths their wannest blond : 

Nought but wounds his band doth season, 35 

And he hates none like to Reason. 

Trust him not: his words, though sweet, 

Seidome with his heart doe meet: 

All his practice is deceit: 

Everie gift is but a bait: 40 

Not a kisse but poyson beares ; 

And most treason's in his teares. 

Idle minutes are his raigne ; 

Thcn the straggler makes his gaine, 

11* 
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Im the dayes of old, 

When faire France did flourish, 
Storyes plaine have told, 

Lovers feit annoye. 
The queene a daughter bare, 5 

Whom beautye's queene did nourish : 
She was lovelye faire, 

She was her fathers joye. 
A prince of England came, 
Whose deeds did merit fame, 10 

But he was ezil'd, and outcast: 
Love his soul did fire, 
Shee granted his desire, 

Their hearts in one were linked fast 
Which when her father proved, 15 

Sorelye he was moved. 

And tormented in his minde. 

He sought for to prevent them; 
And, to discontent them, 

Fortune cross'd these lovers kinde. 20 

When these princes twaine 

Were thus barr*d of pleasure, 
Through the kinges disdaine, 

Which their joyes withstoode : ' 

The lady soone prepar'd 25 

Her jeweils and her treasure: 
Having no regard 

For State and royall bloode; 
In homelye poore array 
She went from court away, 30 

To meet her joye and hearts delight; 
Who in a forrest great 
Had taken up his seat, 

To wayt her Coming in the night 
But, lo! what sudden danger 35 

To this princely stranger 
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For why my life is att an end, 
Through villaines crueltye : 
For thy sweet sake I dye, 

To show I am a faithfull friend. 
Here I lye a bleeding, 75 

While my thoughts are feeding 

On the rarest beautye found. 
hard happ, tbat may bei 
Little knowes my ladye 

My heartes blood lyes on the groond. 80 

With that a grone he eends 

Which did burst in sunder 
All the tender bands 

Of bis gentle heart. 
She , who knewe bis voice, 85 

At bis wordes did wonder; 
All her former joyes 

Did to griefe convert. 
Strait she ran to see, 
Who tbis man sbold bee, 90 

Tbat soe like her love did seeme: 
Her lovely lord she found 
Lye slaine upon the ground, 

Smear'd with göre a ghastlye strcame. 
Which bis lady spying, 95 

Shrieking, fainting, crying, 

Her sorrows could not uttered bee : 
Fate, she cryed, too cruell: 
For thee — my dearest je well, 

Would God ! that I had dyed for thee. 100 

His pale lippes , alas ! 

Twentye times she kissed, 
And his face did wash 

With her trickling teares : 
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Eyery gaping wound 10^ 

Tenderlye she pressed. 
And did wipe it round 

With her golden haires. 
Speake, fair love, quoth sliee, 
Speake, faire prince, to mee, liO 

One sweete word of comfort give: 
Lift up thy deare eyes, 
Listen to my cryes, 

Thinke in what sad griefe I live. 
AU in vaine she sued, H^ 

All in vaine she wooed, 

The prince's life was fled and gone, 
There stood she still monming, 
Till the snns retonming, 

And bright day was Coming on. 120 

In this great distresse 

Weeping, wayling ever, 
Oft shee cryed, alas! 

What will become of mee? 
To my fathers conrt . l?ö 

I retume will never: 
But in lowlye sort 

I will a servant bee. 
While thos she made her mone, 
Weeping all alone, 130 

In this deepe and deadlye feare : 
A for'ster all in greene, 
Most comelye to be seene, 

Ranging the woods did find her there. 
Moved with her sorrowe, 13^ 

Maid, quoth hee, good morrowe, 

What hard happ has brought thee here? 
Härder happ did never 
Two kinde hearts dissever : 

Here lies slaine my brother deare. 140 
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Where may I remaine, 

Gentle for'ster, shew me, 
Till I cän obtaine 

A Service in my neede? 
Paines I will not spare : 145 

This kinde favour doe mee, 
It will ease my care ; 

Heayen shall be thy meede. 
The fernster all amazed, 
On her beautye gazed, 150 

Till his heart was set on fire 
If, faire maid, quoth hee, 
You will goe with mee, 

You shall have your hearts desire. 
He brought her to his mother, 155 

And above all other 

He sett forth this maidens praise. 
Long was his heart inflamed, 
At length her love he gained, 

And fortone crown'd his future dayes. 160 

Thus unknowne he wedde 

With a kings faire daughter: 
Children seven they had, 

Ere she told her birth. 
Which when once he knew, 165 

Humblye he besought her, 
He to the world might shew 

Her rank and princelye worth. 
He cloath'd his children then, 
(Not like other men) 170 

In partye-colours stränge to see : 
The right side cloth of gold, 
The left side to behold, 

Of woollen cloth still framed hee i. 

This will reniind the reader of the livery and device of Charles Bran- 
i private gentleman, who married the Queen-dowager of France, sistor 
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Men thereatt did wonder ; 
Grolden fame did thunder 

This stränge deede in every place ; 
The king of France came thitber, 
It being pleasant weather, 

In those woods the hart to chase. 

The children then they bring, 

So their mother will'd it, 
Where the royall king 

Must of force come bye : 
Their mothers riche array. 

Was of crimson velvet: 
Their fathers all of gray, 

Seemelye to the eye. 
Then this famous king, 
Noting every thing, 

Askt how he duret be so bold 
To'let bis wife soe weare. 
And decke bis children there 

In costly robes of pearl and gold. 
The forrester replying, 
And the cause descrying^, 

To the king these words did say, 
Well may they, by their mother, 
Weare rieh clotbes with other, 

Being by birth a princesse gay. 

The king aroused thus, 
More heedfullye beheld them, 

of Henry VIII. At a toamament which he held at bis wedding| tli 
pings of hia hone were half cloth of gold, and half firieze, with the fol 
motto : 

" Cloth of Gold f do not despiae, 
Tho^ thou art matcht with Cloth of Frize; 
Cloth of Frize , be not too bold, 
Tho' thou art matcht with Cloth of Gold." 
See Sir W. Temple's Mise. vol. iii. p. 356. 

2 t. e. describing. See Glos«. 
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Till a crimson blush 

His remembrance crost. 
The more I fix my mind 205 

On thy wife and chiidren, 
The more methinks I find 

The daughter which I lost. 
Falling on her knee, 
I am that child, quoth shee; 210 

Pardon mee , my soveraine liege. 
The king perceiving this, 
His daughter deare did kiss, 

While joyfull teares did stopp his speeche. 
With his traine he tourned, 215 

And with them sojoumed. 

Strait he dubb'd her husband knight; 
Then made him erle of Flanders, 
And chiefe of bis Commanders: 

Thus were their sorrowes put to flight. 220 



xvm. 

I?Hi8 little madrigal (eztracted from Ben Jonson's Silent 
nan, act i. sc. 1, first acted in 1609) is in imitation of a 
n poem printed at the end of the variorum edit. of Pe- 
ius, beginning, ^*Semper munditias, semper Basilissa, 
^as^ &c. See Whalley*s Ben Jonson, vol. ii. p. 420. 



Still to be neat, still to be drest, 
As you were going to a feast: 
StiU to be poud'red, still perfum'd: 
Lady, it is to be presum*d, 
Though art's hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 
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Giye me a looke, give me a face, 

That makes simpiicitie a grace ; 

Robes loosely flowing, haire as free: 

Such Bweet neglect more taketh me, 10 

Than all th* adulteriee of art, 

That strike mine ejes , but not my heart. 



XIX. 

W^t dS^ÜOxtn in t^e 2tmooiu 

The subject of this very populär ballad (which has been 
set in so fayourable a light hj the Spectator, No. 85) seems 
to be taken from an old plaj, entitled, '^Two lamentable 
Tragedies; the one of the murder of Maister Beech, a 
chandler in Thames-streete, &c. The other of a young child 
murthered in a wood by two ruffins, with the consent of his 
unkle. By Rob. Yarrington, 1601, 4to." Our ballad-maker 
has strictly followed the play in the description of the father 
and mother's dying Charge: in the uncle's promise to take 
care of their issue: his hiring two ruffians to destroy his 
ward, under pretence of sending him to school: their choos- 
ing a wood to perpetrate the murder in: one of the ruffians 
relenting, and a battle ensuing, &c. In other respects he 
has departed from the play. In the latter, the scene is laid 
in Padua: there is but one child, which is murdered by a 
sudden stab of the unrelenting rufßan: he is slain hhnself by 
his less bloody companion; but ere he dies he gives the other 
a mortal wound : the latter living just long enough to im- 
peach the uncle; who, in consequence of this impeachment, 
is arraigned and ezecuted by the band of justice, &c. Who- 
ever compares the play with the ballad, will hare no doubt 
but the former is the original : the language is far more ob- 
solete , and such a vein of simplicity runs through the whole 
Performance, that, had the ballad been written first, there is 
no doubt but every circumstance of it would have been re- 
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ceived into the drama: whereas this was probably bullt on 
8ome Italian novel. 

Printed from two ancient copies, one of them in black- 
letter in the Pepys coUection. Its title at large ia , — " The 
Children in the Wood: or, the Norfolk Geutleman*s Last 
Will and Testament: to the tune of Rogero, &c." 



Now ponder well, you parents deare, 

These, wordes, which I shall write; 
A dolefiil story you shall heare, 

In time brought forth to light. 
A gentleman of good account 5 

In Norfolke dwelt of late, 
Who did in houour far surmount 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sicke he was, and like to dye, 

No helpe his life could save ; 10 

His wife by him as sicke did lye. 

And both possest one grave. 
No love between these two was lost, 

Each was to other kinde, 
In love they liy'd, in love they dyed, 15 

And left two babes behinde: 

The one a fine and pretty boy, 

Not passing three yeares olde; 
The other a girl more young than he, 

And fram'd in beautyes molde. 20 

The father left his little son, 

As plainlye doth appeare, 
When he to perfeet age should come, 

Three hundred poundes a yeare. 

And to his little daughter Jane 25 

Five hundred poundes in gold, 
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To be paid downe on marriage-day, 

Which might not be controH'd : 
But if the chiidren chance to dye, 

Ere they to age should come, 30 

Their uncle should possesse thebr wealth ; 

For 80 the wille did run. 

Now, brother, said the dying man, 

Look to my chiidren deare ; 
Be good unto my boy and gbrl, 35 

No friendes eise have they here : 
To God and you I recommend 

My chiidren deare this daye; 
But little while be sure we have 

Within this world to staye. 40 

You must be father and mother both, 

And uncle all in one ; 
God knowes what will become of them, 

When I am dead and gone. 
With that bespake their mother deare, 45 

brother kinde, quoth shee, 
You are the man must bring our babes 

To wealth or miserie : 

And if you keep them carefully, 

Then God will you reward ; 50 

But if you otherwise should deal, 

God will your deedes regard. 
With lippes as cold as any stone, 

They kist their chiidren small: 
God bless you both, my chiidren deai*e; 55 

With that the teares did fall. 

These speeches then their brother spake 

To this sicke couple there, 
The keeping of your little ones, 

Sweet Bister, do not feare; 60 
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God never prosper me nor mine, 

Nor aught eise that I have, 
If I do wrong your children deare, 

When you are layd in grare. 

The parents being dead and gone, 65 

The children home he takes, 
And bringes them straite unto hia house, 

Where much of them he makes. 
He had not kept these pretty babes 

A twelvemonth and a daye, 70 

But, for their wealth, he did devise 

To make them both awaye. 

He bargain'd with two roffians streng, 

Which were of furious mood, 
That they ehould take these ohüdren young, 75 

And slaye them in a wood. 
He told bis wife an artful tale, 

He would the children send 
To be brought up in faire London, 

With one that was bis friend. 8Ö 

Away then went those pretty babes, 

Bejoycing at that tide, 
Rejoycing with a merry minde, 

They should on cock-horse ride. 
They prate and prattle pleasantly, 85 

As tiiey rode on the waye, 
To those that should theu: butchers be. 

And work their lives decaye : 

So that the pretty speeche they had, 

Made Murder's heart relent; 90 

And they that undertooke the deed, 

Füll sore did now repent. 
Yet one of them more hard of heart, 

Did YOwe to do bis Charge, 
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Because the wretch, that hired him, 95 

Had paid him very large. * 

The other won't agree thereto, 

So here they f aU to strife ; 
With one another they did fight, 

About the childrens life : 100 

And he that was of mildest mood, 

Did slaye the other there, 
Within an nnfrequented wood; 

The babes did quake for feare ! 

He took the children by the band, 105 

Teares standing in their eye, 
And bad them straitwaye follow him, 

And lock they did not crye : 
And two long miles he ledd them on, 

While they for food complaine : 110 

Staye here, quoth he, 1*11 bring you bread, 

When I come back againe. 

These pretty babes , with band in band, 

Went wandering up and downe : 
But never more could see the man 115 

Approaching from the town: 
Their prettye lippes with black-berries, 

Were all besmeared and dyed. 
And when they sawe the darksome- night, 

They sat them downe and cryed. 120 

Thus wandered these poor innocents, 

Till deathe did end their grief. 
In one anothers armes they dyed, 

As wanting due relief : 
No burial * this ' pretty * pair * 125 

Of any man receives, 

Ver. 125, these . . babes. ppo. 
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Till Robin-red-breast piously 
Did Cover lEhem with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrathe of God 

Upon their uncle feil ; 130 

Yea, fearfiill fiends did haunt bis bouse, 

His conscience feit an bell: 
His bames were fir'd, bis goodes consum'd, 

His landes were barren made, 
His cattle dyed witbin tbe field, 135 

And notbing witb bim stayd. 

And in a voyage to Portugal 

Two of bis Bonnes did dye; 
And to conclude, bimselfe was brougbt 

To want and miserye: 140 

He pawn'd and mortgaged all bis laud 

Ere seven yeares came about. 
And now at lengtb tbis wicked act 

Did by tbis meanes come out: 

Tbe fellowe , tbat did take in band 145 

Tbese cbildren for to kill, 
Was for a robbery judg'd to dye, 

Sucb was God's blessed will : 
Wbo did confess tbe very tanitli, 

As bere batb been display'd : 150 

Tbeir uncle baving dyed in gaol, 

Wbere be for debt was layd. 

You tbat executors be made, 

And overseers eke 
Of cbildren tbat be fatberless, 155 

And infants mild and meek ; 
Take you example by tbis tbiug, 

And yield to eacb bis rigbt, 
Lest God witb sucb like miserye 

Your wicked minds requite. 

'§rcy, III, ^2 
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XX. 

a loiitr of lote« 

PuKTBD, with a fefw slight correctioiis , from the '. 
foUo MS. 

A LOYEB of late was I, 

For Cupid would have it soe, 
The boy that hath never an eye, 
As every man dotli know: 
1 sighed and sobbed, and cryed, alasl 
For her that laught, and calied me aas. 

Then knew not I what to doe, 
When I saw itt was in vaine 
A lady soe coy to wooe, 
Who gave me the asse soe plaine : 
Yet would I her asse freelye bee, 
Soe shee would helpe , and beare witii mee. 

An* I were as faire as shee, 
Or shee were as kind as I, 
What payre cold have made , as wee, 
Soe prettye a sympathye: 
I was as kind as shee was faire, 
But for aQ this wee cold not paire. 

Paire with her that will for mee, 

With her I will never paire; 
That cunningly can be coy, 
For being a little faire. 
The asse Ue leave to her disdaine ; 
And now I am myselfe againe. 

Ver. 13, faine. MS. 
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XXI. 

It has been a favourite subject with our English ballad- 
makers, to represent our kings conversing, either by acci- 
dent or design, with the meanest of their subjects. Of the 
former kind, besides the song of the King and the Miller, we 
have King Henry and the Soldier; King James I. and the 
Tinker; King William DI. and the Forester, &c. Of the 
latter sort are King Alfred and the Shepherd; King Ed- 
wand IV. and the Tanner; King Henry VUI. and the Cobler, 
&c. — A few of the best of these are admitted into this col- 
lection. Both the author of the following bailad, and others 
who have written on the same plan, seem to have copied a 
very ancient poem, entitled Joh/n the Reeve, which is built on 
an adventure of the same kind, that happened between King 
Edward Longshanks and one of his reeves or bailiffs. This 
is a piece of great antiquity, beiug written before the time of 
Edward the Fourth, and for its genuine humour, diverting 
ineidents, and faithful picture of rustie manners, is infinitely 
superior to all that have been since written in Imitation of it. 
The Editor has a copy in his ancient folio MS., but its length 
rendered it improper for this volume, it consisting of more 
than 900 lines. It contains also some corruptions, and the 
Editor chooses to defer its publication, in hopes that some 
time or other he shall be able to remove them. 

The following is printed, with corrections, from the Edi- 
tor's folio MS. collated with an old black-letter copy in the 
Pepys coUection, entitled, "A pleasant bailad of King 
Henry H. and the Miller of Mansfield," &c. 



» PART THE FIRST. 

Henby, our royall king, would ride a hunting 
To the greene forest so pleasant and faire ; 

To see the harts skipping, and dainty does tripping: 
Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repaire : 

12* 
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Hawke and hound were unbound, all things prepar'd 5 
For the game , in the same , with good regard. 

All a long smnmers day rode the king pleasantlye, 

With all bis princes and nobles eche one ; 
Chasing the hart and bind, and the bücke gallantlje, 

Till the dark evening forc'd all to turne home. 10 

Then at last, riding fast, he bad lost quite 
All bis lords in the wood, late in the night. 

Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and downe, 

With a rüde milier he mett at the last: 
Asking the ready way unto faire Nottingham ; 15 

Sir, quoth the milier, I meane not to jest, 
Yet I thinke , wbat I thinke , sooth for to say, 
You doe not lightlye ride out of your way. 

Wby, what dost thou think of me , quoth our king merrily, 
Passing thy judgment upon me so briefe? 20 

Good faith, sayd the milier, I meane not to flatter thee; 
I guess thee to bee but some gentleman thiefe ; 

Stand thee backe, in the darke; light not adowne. 

Lest that I presentlye crack thy knaves crowne. 

Thou dost abuse me much, quoth the king, saying thus; 25 

I am a gentleman; lodging I lacke. 
Thou hast not, quoth th* milier, one groat in thy purse; 

All thy inheritance banges on thy backe. 
II have gold to discharge all that I call; 
If it be forty pence , I will pay all. 30 

If thou beest a true man, then quoth the milier, 
I sweare by my toll-dish, I'U lodge thee all night. 

Here's my band, quoth the king, that was 1 ever. 
Nay, soft, quoth the milier, Siou may'st be a sprite 

Better TU know thee, ere hands we will shake; 35 

h none but honest men hands will I take. 

1 Tbe king sajs this. 
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Tlius thej went all along unto the millers house : 
Where they were seething of puddings and souse : 

The milier first enter'd in, after him went the king; 
Never came hee in soe smoakye a house. 40 

Now, quoth hee , let me see here what you are. 

Quoth our king, looke your fill, and doe not spare. 

I like well thy countenance, thou hast an honest face; 

With my son Bichard this night thou shalt lye. 
Quoth his wife, by my troth, it is a handsome youth, 45 

Yet ifs best, husband, to deal warilye. 
Art thou no run away, prythee, youth, teil? 
Shaw me thy passport, and all shal be well. 

Then our king presentlye , making lowe courtesye, 
With his hatt in his band, thus he did say; 50 

I have no passport, nor never was servitor, 
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way: 

And for your kindness here offered to mee, 

I will requite you in everye degree. 

Then to the milier his wife whisper'd secretlye, 55 

Saying, It seemeth, this youth's of good kin, 

Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners; 
To turne him out, certainlye, were a great sin. 

Yea, quoth hee, you may see, he hath some grace 

When he doth speake to his betters in place. 60 

Well, quo* the miliers wife, young man, ye're welcome here ; 

And, though I say it, well lodged shall be: 
Fresh straw will I have , laid on thy bed so brave, 

And good brown hempen sheets likewise, quoth shee. 
Aye, quoth the good man; and when that is done, 65 

Thou shalt lye with no worse than our own sonne. 

Nay, first, quoth Richard, good-fellowe , teil me true, 
Hast thou noe creepers within thy gay hose? 

Or art thou not troubled with the scabbado? 
I pray, quoth the king, what creatures are those? 70 
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Art thou not lowsy, nor Bcabby? quoth he: 
If thou beest, surely thou lyest not with mee. 

This caus'd the king, suddenlye, to laugh most heartilye, 
Till the teaxes trickled fast downe firom hia eyes. 

Then to their supper were they set orderlye, 75 

With hot bag-puddings , and good apple-pyes; 

Nappy ale, good and stale, in a browne bowle, 

Which did about the board merrilye trowle. 

Here, quoth the milier, good fellowe, I drinke to thee^ 
And to all *cuckholds, wherever they bee.' 80 

I pledge thee, quoth our king, and thanke thee heartilye 
For my good welcome in everye degree : 

And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy sonne. 

Do then, quoth Bichard, and quicke let it come. 

Wife, quoth the milier, fetch me forth lightfoote, 85 

And of his sweetnesse a little we'U taste. 
A fair ven*8on pastye brought she out presentlye. 

Eate, quoth the milier, but, sir, make no waste. 
Here*s dainty lightfoote! In faith, sayd the king, 
1 never before eat so daintye a thing. 90 

I wis, quoth Richalrd, no daintye at all it is, 

For we doe eate of it everye day. 
In what place, sayd our king, may be bought like to this? 

We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay; 
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ; 95 

Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 

Then I thinke, sayd our king, that it is venison. 

Eche foole, quoth Richard, füll well may know that: 
Never are wee without two or three in the roof, 

Very well fleshed, and excellent fat: 100 

But, prythee, say nothing wherever thou goe; 
We would not, for two pence, the king should it knowe. . 

Ver. 80, courtnalls, that courteoua be. MS. and pc. 
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Doubt not, tben sayd the king, my promiet secresy; 

The king shall never know more on't for mee. 
A cupp of lambs-wool they dranke unto him then, 105 

And to their bedds they past presentlie. 
The nobles, next morning, went all up and down, 
Per to seeke out the king in everye towne. 

At last, at the miliers 'cott,* soone they espy'd him out, 
As he was mounting upon his faire steede ; 110 

To whom they came presently, falling down on their knee ; 
Which made the miliers heart wofülly bleede; 

Shaking and quaking, before him he stood, 

Thinking he should have been hang*d, by the rood. 

The king perceiving him fearfuUy trembling, 115 

Drew forth his sword, but notbing he sed: 
The milier downe did fall, crying before them all, 

Doubting the king would have cut off his head. 
But he his kind courtesye for to requite, 
Gave him great living, and dubb*d him a knight. 120 
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When as our royall king came home £rom Nottingham, 

And with his nobles at Westminster lay; 
Recounting the sports and pastimes they had taken, 

In this late progress along on the way ; 
Of them all, great and small, he did protest, 5 

The milier of Mansfield's sport liked him best 

And now, my lords, quoth the king, I am determined 

Against St. Georges next sumptuous feast, 
That this old milier, our new confirm'd knight, 

With his son Richard, shall here be my guest: 10 

For, in this merr3rment, 'tis my desire 
To talke with the joUy knight, and the young squire. 



184 THB KING AMD 

When as the noble lords saw the kinges pleasaottnees, 
They were right joyfull and glad in their hearts : 

A pursuivant there was sent straighte on the business, 15 
The which had often-times been in those parts. 

When he came to the place, where they did dwell, 

Eis message orderlye then *gan he teil. 

God save yoor worshippe, then said the messenger, 
And grant your ladye her own hearts desire; 20 

And to your sonne Bichard good fortune and happiness; 
That sweet, gentle, and gallant young squire. 

Our king greets you well, and thus he doth say, 

You must come to the court on St. George's day; 

Therfore, in any case, faile not to be in place. 25 

I wis, quoth tiie milier, this is an odd jest: 
What should we doe there? faith, I am hälfe afraid. 

I doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang*d at the least. 
Nay, quoth the messenger, you doe mistake; 
Our king he provides a great feast for your sake. 30 

Then sayd the milier, ßy my troth, messenger, 
Thou hast contented my worshippe füll well. 

Hold here are three farthlngs , to quite thy gentleness, 
For these happy tydings, which thou dost teil. 

Let me see , hear thou mee ; teil to our king, 35 

We*ll wayt on his mastershipp in everye thing. 

The pursuivant smiled at their simplicitye, 
And, making many leggs, tooke their reward; 

And his leave taking with great humilitye 
To the kings court againe he repair*d ; 40 

Shewing unto his grace , merry and free, 

The knightes most liberall gift and bountie. 

When he was gone away, thus gan the milier say, 

Here come expences and charges indeed; 
Now must we needs be brave, tho' we spend all we have; 45 

For of new garments we have great need: 
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Of horses and serving-men we must have störe, 
With bridles and saddles, and twentye things more. 

Tushe, sir John, quoth his wife, why should you frett, or 
frowne? 

You shall ne*er be att no charges for mee ; 50 

For I will turne and trim up my old russet gowne, 

With everye thing eise as fine as may bee ; 
And on our mill-horses swift we will ride, 
With pillowes and pannells, as we shall provide. 

In this most statelye sort, rode they unto the court, 55 

Their jolly sonne Richard rode foremost of all; 

Who set up, for good hap, a cocks feather in his cap, 
And so they jetted downe to the kings hall; 

The merry old milier with hands on his side ; 

His wife, like maid Marian, did mince at that tide. 60 

The king and his nobles that heard of their Coming, 
Meeting this gallant knight with his brave traine ; 

Welcome, sir knight, quoth he, with your gay lady: 
Good sir John Cockle , once welcome againe : 

And so is the squire of courage soe free. 65 

Quoth Dicke, A bots on you! do you know mee? 

Quoth our king gentlye, how should I forget thee? 

Thou wast my owne bed-fellowe , well it I wot. 
Yea, sir, quoth Richard, and by the same token, 

Thou with thy farting didst make the bed hot. 70 

Thou whore-son unhappy knave, then quoth the knight, 
Speake cleanly to our king, or eise go sh***. 

The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily, 
While the king taketh them both by the band ; 

V.57, for good hap; ». e. for good luck ; they were going on an ha^ardous 
expedition. 

y. 60. Maid Marian^ in the Morris dance, was represented by a man in 
woman^s clothes, who was to take short Steps in order to sustain the female 
eharactor. 
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With ihe court-dames, and maids, like to the qaeea of 
spades 75 

The miliers wife did soe orderly stand. 
A milk-maidB courtesye at every word ; 
And downe all the folkes were set to the bo€urd. 

There the king royally, in princelye majestye, 

Säte at his dinner with joy and delight; 80 

When they had eaten well, then he to jesting feil, 
, And in a bowle of wine dranke to the knight: 
Here*s to you both, in wine, ale and beer; 
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer. 

Quoth eir John Cookie, I'll pledge you a pottle, 85 

Were it the best ale in Nottinghamshire : 
£ut then said our king, now I think of a thing; 

Some of your ligbtfoote I would we had here. 
Ho! ho! quoth Richard, füll well I may say it, 
*Tis knavery to eate it, and then to betaray it. 90 

Why art thou angry? quoth our king merrilye; 

In faith, I take it now very unkind: 
I thought thou wouldst pledge me in ale and wine heartily. 

Quoth Dicke, You are like to stay tili I have din*d: 
You feed us with twatling dishes soe small ; 95 

Zounds, a blacke-pudding is better than all. 

Aye, marry, quoth our king, that were a daintye thing, 

Could a man get but one here for to eate. 
With that Dicke straite arose, and pluckt one from his hose, 

Which with heat of his breech gan to sweate. 100 

The king made a proflfer to snatch it away : — 
'Tis meat for your master: good sir, you must stay. 

Thus in great merriment was the time whoUy spent; 

And then the ladyes prepared to dance. 
Old sir John Cockle, and Richard, incontinent 105 

^Juto their places the king did advance. 
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iih. the ladyes such sport Üiey did make, 
bles with laughing did make their sides ake. . 

hankes for their paines did the king give them, 110 
ag young Richard then, if he would wed ; 
Siese ladyes free, teil me which liketh thee? 
h he, Jugg Grrumball, Sir, with the red head: 
ly love, ßhe'ß my life, her will I wed; 
iji swom I shall have her maidenhead. 

ir John Cookie the king caird unto him, 115 

of merry Sherwood made him o*er seer; 

.ve him out of hand three hundred pound yearlye ; 

I heed now you steale no more of my deer: 

ce a quarter let's here have your view; 

w, sir John Cookie, I bid you adieu. 120 



XXII 

%%t %%t^%tth'0 lUjBioltttfotu 

} beautiful old song was written by a poet, whose 
ould have been utterly forgotten, if it had not been 
ed by Swift, as a term of contempt. "Dryden and 
" are coupled by him like the Bavius and Maevius of 
Dryden, however, has had justice done him by 
y: and as for Wither, though of subordinate merit, 
was not altogether devoid of genius will be judged 
le following stanzas. The truth is, Wither was a 
luminous party-writer: and as his political and satiri- 
kes rendered him extremely populär in his life-time; 
wards, when these were no longer relished, they to* 
nsigned his writings to oblivion. 
rge Wither was bom June 11, 1588, and in his 
r years distinguished himself by some pastoral pieces, 
re not inelegant ; but growing afterwards involved in 
tical and religious disputes in the times of James I. 
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and Charles I., he employed his poetical vein in severe pas- 
quils on the court and clergy, and was occasionally a snf- 
ferer for the freedom of hiß pen. In the civil war tiiat en- 
sued, he exerted himself in the service of the Parliament, 
and became a considerable sharer in the spoils. He was 
even one of those provincial tyrants whom Oliver distribated 
over the kingdom, under the name of Major-Generals, and 
had the fleecing of the county of Surrey: bat, snrviving the 
Bestoration, he outlived both his power and his affluence; 
and giving vent to his chagrin in libels on the court, was 
long a prisoner in Newgate and the Tower. He died at 
length on the 2nd of May, 1667. 

Döring the whole course of his life, Wither was a con- 
tinual publisher; having generally for Opponent Taylor the 
Water-poet. The long list of his productions may be seen 
in Wood's Athen» Oxon. vol. ü. His most populär satire is 
entitled, Abuses whipt and strtpt, 1613. His most poetical 
pieces were eclogues, entitled, Tke SJtephercTs Huntmg, 1615, 
8vo , and others printed at the end of Browne's Shepherds 
Pipe^ 1614, 8vo. The foUowing sonnet is extracted from a 
long pastoral piece of his, entitled, TheMstresse ofFhüarete, 
1622, 8vo, which is said in the preface to be one of the 
author's first poems; and may therefore be dated as early 
as any of the foregoing. 



Shall I , wasting in dispaire, 

Dye because a woman's faire? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 

'Cause another's rosie are? 

Be shee fairer then the day, 5 

Or the flowry meads in may; 

If she be not so to me, 

What care I how faire shee be? 

Shall my foolish heart be pin*d 

'Cause 1 see a woman kind? 1^ 
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Or a well-disposed nature 
Joyned with a lovely feature? 
Be shee meeker, kmder, than 
The turtle-dove or pelican: 

If shee be not so to me, 15 

What care I how kind shee be? 

Shall a woman's virtues move 

Me to peiish for her love? 

Or, her well-deservings knowne, 

Make me quite forget mine owne? 20 

Be shee with that goodnesse blest, 

Which maj merit name of Best; 

If she be not such to me, 

What care I how good she be? 

Cause her fortune seems too high, 25 

Shall I play the foole and dye? 

Those that beare a noble minde, 

Where they want of riches find, 

Thinke what with them they would doe, 

That without them dare to woe ; 30 

And, unlesse that minde I see, 

What care I how great she be ? 

Great or good , or kind or faire, 

1 will ne'er the more dispaire : 

If she love me , this beleeve ; 35 

I will die ere she shall grieve. 

If she slight me when I wooe, 

1 ean scome and let her goe: 

If she be not fit for me, 

What care I for whom she be? 40 



\ 
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xxm. 

tUutn DfOo* 

Such is the title given in the £ditor*s folio MS. to this eX' 
cellent old bailad, which, in the common printed copies, ^ 
inscribed, Eneas, wandering Prince of Troy. It is here given 
£rom tbat MS. collated with two different printed copieBy 
both in black-letter, in the Pepys coUection. 

The reader will smile to obsenre with what natural and. 
affecting simplicity our ancient ballad-maker haa engrafted. 
a Gothic conclusion on the classic story of Virgil, frona 
whom, however, it is probable he had it not. Nor can it fee 
denied, but he has dealt out his poetical justice with a more 
impartial band than that celebrated poet. 



Whbn Troy towne had, for ten yeeres 'past,' 

Withstood the Greekes in manfull wise, 
Then did their foes encrease soe fast, 
That to resist none could suffice : 
Wast lye those walls , that were soe good, ^ 

And come now growes where Troy towne stoode. 

-^neas, wandering prince of Troy, 

When he for land long time had sought, 
At length arriving with great joy, 
To mighty Carthage walls was brought; 1^ 

Where Dido queene , with sumptuous feast, 
Did entertaine that wandering guest. 

And, as in hall at meate they säte, 
The queene , desirous newes to heare, 

* Says , of thy Troys unhappy fate ' 15 

Declare to me thou Trojan deare: 

Yer. 1, 21, war. MS. and p. p. c. 
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The heayy hap and chance soe bad, 

That thou, poore wandering prince, hast had. 

And then anon this comelye knight, 

With words demure, as he cold well, 20 

Of his unhappy ten yeares ^fight/ 
Soe true a tale began to teil, 
With words soe sweete, and sighes soe deepe, 
That oft he made them all to weepe. 

And then a thousand sighes he fet, 25 

And every sigh brought teares amaine; 
That where he säte the place was wett, 

As though he had seene those warrs againe : 
Soe that the queene, with rutii liierfore, 
Said , Worthy prince , enough , no more 30 

And then the darksome night drew on, 

And twinkling starres the skye bespred; 
When he his dolefull tale had done, 
And every one was layd in bedd; 
Where they füll sweetly tooke their rest, 35 

Save only Dido's boyling brest. 

This silly woman never slept, 

But in her Chamber, all alone, 

As one unhappye, alwayes wept, 

And to the walls shee made her mone ; 40 

That she shold still desire in vaine 

The thing, she never must obtaine. 

And thus in grieffe she spent the night, 

Till twinkling starres the skye were fled, 
And Phoebus, with his gllstering light, 45 

Through misty cloudes appeared red ; 
Then tidings came to her anon, 
That all the Trojan shipps were gone. 
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And then the queene with bloody knife 

Did arme her hart as hard as stone, 
Yet, Bomething loth to loose her life, 
In woefull wise she made her mone; 
And, rowling on her carefull bed, 
With sighes and sobbs, these words shee sayd: 

O wretched Dido queene ! quoth shee, 

I see ihj end approacheth neare; 
For hee is fled away from thee, 
Whom thou didst love and hold so deare: 
What is he gone, and passed by? 
hart, prepare thyselfe to dye. 

Though reason says, thou shouldst forbeare, 

And stay thy band from bloudy stroke; 
Yet fancy bids thee not to fear, 
Which fetter*d thee in Cupids yoke. 
Come death, quoth shee, resolve my smart! — 
And with those words shee peerced her hai-t. 

When death had pierced the tender hai-t 

Of Dido, Carthaginian queene; 
Whose bloudy knife did end the smart, 
Which shee sustain'd in moumfuU teene ; 
^neas being shipt and gone, 
Whose flattery caused all her mone ; 

Her funerall most costly made, 

And all things finisbt moumfullye ; 
Her body fine in mold was laid, 
Where itt consumed speedilye : 
Her sisters teares her tombe bestrewde ; 
Her subjects griefe their kindnesse shewed. 

'^hen was ^neas in an ile 

^n Grecya, where he stayd long space, 
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Wheras her sister in short while 
Writt to him to his vile disgrace; 
In Speeches bitter to his mind 
Shee told him plaine he was onkind. 

False-harted wretch , quoth shee , thou art ; 85 

And traiterouslye thou hast betraid 
Unto thy Iure a gentle hart, 
Which unto thee much welcome made 5 
My sister deare, and Carthage' jby, 
Whose folly bred her deere annoy. 90 

Yett on her death-bed when shee lay, 

Shee prayd for thy prosperitye, 
Beseeching god, that every day 
Might breed thy great felicitye: 
Thus by thy meanes I lost a friend ; ' 95 

Heavens send thee such untimely end. 

When he these lines, fall fraught with gall, 

Perused had , and wayed them right, 
His lofty courage then did fall; 
And straight appeared in his sight 100 

Queene Dido's ghost, both grim and pale: 
Which made this valliant souldier quaile. 

iBneas, quoth this ghastly ghost, 

My whole delight when I did live, 
Thee of all men I loved most ; 105 

My fancy and my will did give ; 
For entertainment I thee gave, 
Unthankefully thou didst me grave. 

Therfore prepare thy flitting soule 

To wander with me in the aire : 110 

Where deadlye griefe shall make it howle, 
Because of me thou tookst no care : 
Delay not time , thy glasse is run, 
Thy date is past, thy life is done. 
Fircy. lU. 13 
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8tay a while , thou lovely sprite, 115 

Be not Boe hasty to convay 
My soole into etemall night, 
Where itt ßhall neVe behold bright day. 
doe not frowne; thy angry looke 
Hath 'all my soule with horror shooke.* 120 

But, woe is me! all is in vaine, 

And bootless is my dismall crye; 
Time will not be recalled againe, 

Nor thou surcease before I dye. 

lett me live , and make amends 125 
To some of thy most dearest friends. 

Bat seeing thou obdurate art, 

And wilt no pittye on me show, 
Because from thee I did depart, 

And left unpaid what I did owe : 130 

1 must content myselfe to take 
What lott to me thou wilt partake. 

And thus, as one being in a trance, 

A multitude of uglye f einds 
About this woffull prince did dance ; 135 

He had no helpe of any friends : 
Hiß body then they tooke away, 
And no man knew his dying day. 

y. 120, MS. Sath miide xny breath my lifo forsooke. 



XXIV. 

Fbom Ben Jonson'sMasque of Queens, presented atWhit«- 
hall, Feb. 2, 1609. 

The Editor thought it incumbent on him to insert some 
old pieces on the populär sup^stition conceming witches, 
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hobgoblins, fairies, and ghosts. The last of these make their 
appearance in most of the tragical ballads-, and in the fol- 
lowing BongB will be found some description of the fonner. 

It is true, this Song of the Witches, falling from the 
leamed pen of Ben Jonson, is rather an extract from the 
varioos incantations of classical antiquity, than a display 
of the opinions of our own mlgar. But let it be observed, 
that a parcel of leamed wiseacres had just before busied 
themBelves on this subject, in compliment to King James I., 
whose weakness on this head is well known: and these had 
80 ransacked all writers, ancient and modern, and so blended 
and kneaded together the several superstitions of difierent 
times and nations, that these of genuine English growth 
could no longer be traeed out and distinguished. 

By good luck , the whimsical belief of fairies and goblins 
could fumish no pretences for torturing our fellow-creatures, 
and therefore we have this handed down to us pure and un- 
Bophisticated. 



1 WITCH. 

I HAVB been all day looking after 

A raven feeding upon a quarter: 

And, soone as she tum^d her beak to the south, 

I snatch'd this morseil out of her mouth. 

2 WlTCH. 

I have beene gathering wolves haires, 5 

The madd dogges foames , and adders eares ; 
The spurging of a deadmans eyes : 
And all since the evening starre did rise. 

3 WlTCH. 

I last night lay all alone 

0* the ground, to heare the mandrake grone; 10 

And pluckt him up, though he grew füll low: 

And, as I had done, the cocke did crow. 

13* 
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4 WITCH. 

And I ha' beene chusing out this scull 
From chamell houses that were füll; 
From private grots, and publike pits; 
And £dghted a sexton out of bis wits. 

5 WITCH. 

Under a cradle I did crepe 
By day; and, when the childe was a-sleepe 
At night, I suck'd the breath; and rose, 
And pluck'd the nodding nurse by the nose. 

6 WITCH, 

I had a dagger: what did I with that? 

Killed an infant to have bis fat. 

A piper it got at a church-ale. 

I bade him again blow wind i' the taile. 

7 WITCH. 

A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines; 
The sunne and the wind had shrunke bis veines : 
I bit off a sinew; I clipp'd bis haire; 
I brought off bis ragges , that danc'd i' the ayre. 

8 WITCH. 

The scrich-owles egges and the feathers blacke, 
The bloud of the ^ogge , and the bone in bis bacl 
I have been getting; and made of bis skin 
A purset, to keepe sir Cranion in. 

9 WITCH. 

And I ha' beene plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue, 
Night-shade, moone-wort, libbards-bane ; 
And twise by the dogges was like to be tane. 

10 WITCH. 

I from the jawes of a gardiner's bitch 

Did snatch these bones, and then leap'd the dltch 
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Tel went I back to the house againe, 

Eall^d the blacke cat, and here is the braine. 40 

11 WITOH. 

I went to the toad, breedes nnder the wall, 

I charmed him out, and he came at my call; 

I 8cratch*d out the eyes of the owle before; 

I tore the batts wing: what would you have more ? 



Yes: I have brought, to helpe your vows, 45 

Homed poppie, cypresse boughes, 

The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes, 
And Juice, that from the larch-tree comes, 
The basiliskes bloud, and the vipers skin: 
And now our orgies let's begin. 50 



XXV. 

Alias Puckej alias Hohgohlin^ in the creed of ancient 
Buperstition, was a kind of merry sprite, whose character 
and achievements are recorded in this ballad, and in those 
well-known lines oiWiion'ü VAllegro, which the antiquarian 
Peck supposes to be owing to it: 

''Teils how the drudging QohUn swet 
To eam Ms creame-bowle duly set : 
Wlien in one night , ere glimpse of mome, 
His shadowy flail hath threshM the com 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 
Then lies him down the lubber fiend, 
And stretch^d out all the chimneys length, 
Bask at the fire his hairy strength, 
And crop-fall out of doors he flings, 
Ere the first cock hia matins rings/^ 

The reader will observe, that our simple ancestors had 
reduced all these whimsies to a kind of System, as regulär, 
and perhaps more consistent, than many parts of classic 
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mythology: a proof of the extensive influence and rast 
tiqnity of these superstitions. Mankind, and espedaUj 
common people, could not every where liave been so tue 
moosly agreed conceming these arbitrary notions, if 
had not prevailed among them for many ages. Indeei 
leamed friend in Wales assures the Editor, that the exist 
of Fairies and Goblins is alluded to by the most onc 
British bards, who mention them tmder yarioas names, 
of the most common of which signifies "The spirits of 
mountains." See also preface to Song xxvi. 

This song, which Peck attributes to Ben Jonson (the 
it is not found among his works) , is chiefly printed froo 
ancient black-letter copy in the British Museum. It se 
to have been originally intended for some Masque. 

This baliad is enötled, in the old black-letter co] 
"The merry Franks of Robin Goodfellow. To the tun 
Dulcina" &c. (See No. xüi. above.) 



From Oberon, in fairye land, 

The king of ghosts and shadowes there, 
Mad Bobin I, at his command, 
Am sent to viewe the night-sports here. 

What revell rout 

Is kept about, 
In every comer where I go, 

I will o'ersee, 

And merry bee, 
And make good sport, with ho, ho, ho! 

More swift than lightening can I flye 

About this aery welkin soone, 
And in a minutes space , descrye 
£ach thing that's done belowe the moone, 
There's not a hag 
^ Or ghost shall wag, 
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Or cry, wäre Goblins! where I go; 

ButEobinl 

Their feates will spy, 
And send them home, with lio, ho, ho! 20 

Whene'er such Wanderers I meete, 

As &om their night-sports they trudge home ; 
With counterfeiting voice I greete 
And call them on, with me to roame 

Thro' woods, thro' lakes, 25 

Thro' bogs, thro' brakes; 
Or eise, unseene, with them I go, 

All in the nicke 

To play some tricke 
And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho! 30 

Sometimes I meete them like a man; 

Sometimes, anoz, sometimes, ahound; 
And to a horse I tum me can; 

To trip and trot about them round. 

But if , to ride, 35 

My backe they stride, 
More swift than wind away I go, 
* Ore hedge and lands, 
Thro* pools and ponds 
I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho! 40 

When lads and lasses merry be, 

With possets and with juncates fine; 
Unseene of all the Company, 
I eat their cakes and sip their wine; 

And, to make sport, 45 

I fart and snort ; 
And out the candles I do blow: 

The maids I kiss; 

They shrieke — Who*s this? 
I answer nought, but ho, ho, ho! 50 
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Yet now and then, the maids to please, 

At midnight I card up their wooll; 
And while they sleepe , and take their ease, 
With wheel to threads their flax I pull. 

I grind at mill 55 

Their malt up still; 
I dress their hemp , I spin their tow. 

If any Vake, 

And would me take, 
Iwendme, laughing, ho, ho, ho! 60 

When house or harth doth sluttish lye, 
I pinch the maidens black and blue ; 
The bed-clothes from the bedd pull I, 
And lay them naked all to view. 

*Twixt sleepe and wake, 65 

I do them take, 
And on the key-cold floor them throw. 

If out they cry, 

Then forth I fly, 
And loudly laugh out, ho, ho, ho! 70 

When any need to borrowe ought, 

We lend them what they do require: • 

And for the use demand we nought; 
Our owne is all we do desire. 

If to repay, 75 

They do delay. 
Abroad amongst them then I go, 
And night by night, 
I them afFright 
With pinchings, dreames, and ho, ho, ho! 80 

When lazie queans have nought to do, 

But study how to cog and lye ; 
To make debate and mischief too, 

'Twixt one another secretlye ; 
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I marke their gloze, 85 

And it disclose, 
To them whom they have wronged so ; 

When I have done, 

I get me gone, 
And leave them scolding, ho, ho, ho! 90 

When men do traps and engins set 

In loop holes, where the vermine creepe, 
Who from their foldes and houses, get 

Their duckes and geese, and lambes and shcepe: 

I spy the gin, 95 

And enter in, 
And seeme a vermine taken so ; 

But when they there 

Approach me neare, 
I leap out laughing , ho , ho , ho ! 100 

By wells and rills, in meadowes greene, 
We nightly dance our hey-day guise ; 
And to our fairye king and queene 
We chant our moon-light minstrelsies. 

When larks 'gin sing, 105 

Away we fling; 
And babes new bome steal as we go. 

And elfe in bed 

We leave instead. 
And wend us laughing, ho, ho, ho! 110 

From hag-bred Merlin's time have I 

Thus nightly revell*d to and fro : 

And for my pranks men call me by 

The name of Robin Good-fellow. 

Fiends, ghosts, and sprites, 115 

Who haunt the nightes, 
The hags and goblins do me know ; 

And beldames old 

My feates have told; 
So Vale, Vale; ho, ho, ho! 120 
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XXVI. 

%%t JFftir? Süntttu 

We have here a short display of the populär belief con> 
ceming Faibies. It will afford entertainment to a con- 
templative mind to trace these whimsical opinions up to their 
origin. Whoever considers how early, how extensively, and 
how uniformly they have prevaüed in these naüons, will not 
readily assent to the hypothesis of those who fetch them 
from the East so late as the time of the Croisades. Whereas 
it is well known that our Saxon ancestors, long before they 
left their German forests, believed the existence of a kind of 
diminutive demons, or middle species between men and spi- 
rits, whom they called Duergar or Dwarfsj and to whom they 
attributed many wonderful Performances, far exceeding 
human art. Vid. Hervarer Saga Olaj Verelj. 1675. Hickes* 
Thesaur. &c. 

This song is given (with some corrections by another 
copy) from a book entitled, "The Mysteriös of Love and 
Eloquence," &c. Lond. 1648, 8vo. 



Comb , follow , follow me, 

You, fairy elves that be: 

Which circle on the greene, 

Come follow Mab your queene. 
Hand in band let's dance around, 5 

For this place is fairye ground. 

When mortals aie at rest. 

And snoring in their nest; 

Unheard, and unespy'd, 

Through key-holes we do glide ; 10 

Overtables, stools, and shelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 
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And, if the house be foul 

With platter, dish, orbowl, 

Up stairs we nimbly creep, 15 

And find the sluts asleep: 
There we pinch their armes and thighes ; 
None escapes , nor none espies. 

Bat if the house be swept. 

And from uncleanness kept, 20 

We praise the houshold maid, 

And duely she is paid: 
For we use before we goe 
To drop a tester in her shoe. 

lipon a mushroomes head 25 

Out table-cloth we spread; 

A grain of rye, or wheat, 

Is manchet, which we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink 
In acom cups fiird to the brink. 30 

The brains of nightingales, 

With unctuous fat of snailes, 

Between two cockles 8tew*d, 

Is meat thafs easily chew^d; 
Tailes of wormes, and marrow of mice 35 

Do make a dish, thafs wonderous nice. 

The grashopper, gnat, and fly, 

Serve for our minstrelsie; 

Gracc said, we dance a while, 

And so the time beguile : 40 

And if the moon doth hide her head, 
The gloe-worm lights us home to bed. 



On tops of dewie grasse 
So nimbly do we passe. 
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The yoang and tender stalk 45 

Ne*er bends when we do walk: 
Yet in the moming may be seen 
Where we the night before have been. 



xxvn. 

This humorous old song feil from the band of the witty 
Dr. Corbet (afterwards bishop of Norwich, &c.), and is 
printed from bis Poeiica Stromala^ 1648, 12mo, (compared 
with a third edition of his Poems , 1672.) It is there called, 
"A proper new Ballad, entitled, The FairiesFarewell, or 
God-a-merey Will, to be sung or whistled to the tune of The 
Meddow Brow, by the leamed; by the nnleamed, to the 
tune of Fortune." 

The departure of Fairies is here attributed to the aboli- 
tion of monkery: Chaucer has, with equal humour, assigned 
a cause the very reverse, in his Wife ofBaiKs Tale. 

"In olde dayes of the king Artour, 
Of whicli that Bretons speken gret honoor, 
All was this lond fulfilled of faerie; 
The elf-quene, with hire joly compagnie 
Danced fal oft in many a grene mede. 
This was the old opinion as I rede ; 
I speke of many hundred yeres ago ; 
Bat now can no man see non elves mo, 
Por now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of limitoures and other holy freres, 
That serchen every land and every streme, 
As thikke as motes in the sonne beme, 
Blissing halles , chambres , kichenes , and bonres, 
Citees and burghes , Castles high , and toures, 
Thropes and bemes , shepenes and dairies, 
This maketh that ther ben no faeries : 
For ther as wont to walken was an elf, 
Ther walketh now the limitour himself, 
In undermeles and in morweninges, 
And sayth his Matines and his holy thinges, 
As he goth in his limitatiouu. 
Women may now go safely up and doun, 
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In every bush , and ander every treo, 
Ther is non other incubus but he, 
And he ne will don hem no dishonour." 

Tyrwhitt's Chaucer, 1. p. 256. 

Dr. Bichard Corbet, having been bisliop of Oxford about 
ree years, and afterwards as long bishop of Norwich, died 
1635, 8Btat. 52. 



Fabbwell rewards and Fairies! 

Good houBewives now may say; 
For now foule sluts in dairies, 

Doe fare as well as they: 
And thougb they sweepe their hearths no less 5 

Than mayds were wont to doe, 
Yet who of late for cleaneliness 

Finds sixe-pence in her shoe? 

Lament, lament old Abbies, 

The fairies lost command ; 10 

They did but change priests babies, 

But some have chang'd your land : 
And all your children stoln &om thence 

Are now growne Puritanes, 
Who live as changelings ever since, 15 

For love of your demaines. 

At moming and at evening both 

You merry were and glad, 
So little care of sleepe and sloth, 

These prettie ladies had. 20 

When Tom came home from labour, 

Or Ciss lo milking rose, 
Then merrily went their tabour, 

And nimbly went their toes. 

Witness those rings and roundelayes 25 

Of theirs, which yet remaine; 
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Were footed in queene Maries d&yes 

On many a grassy playne. 
Bat since of late EHzabeth 

And later James came in ; 30 

They never danc'd on any heath, 

As when the time hath bin. 

By which wee note the fairies 

Were of the old profession ; 
Their songs were Ave Maries^ 86 

Their dances were procession. 
But now, alas ! they all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the seas, 
Or farther for religion fled, 

Or eise they take their ease. 40 

A tell-tale in their Company 

They never could endure ; 
And whoso kept not secretly 

Their mirth, was punish'd sure: 
It was a just and Christian deed 45 

To pinch such blacke and blue : 
how the common- welth doth need 

Such justices as you ! 

Now they have leffc our quarters; 

A Register they have, 50 

Who can preserve their charters ; 

A man both wise and grave. 
An hundred of their merry pranks 

By one that I could name 
Are kept in störe ; con twenty thanks 55 

To William for the same. 

To William Chume of Staffordshire 

Give laud and praises due, 
Who every meale can mend your cheare 

Withtales both old and tnie: 60 
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To William all gire andience, 

And ptaj yee for hia noddle : 
For all the fairiee eridence 

Were lost^ if it were addle. 



N 
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*^* After theie Songs on the Fairiei, the reader may he 
cnrions to aee the manner in which they were formerly In- 
voked and hound to human aervice. In Afllimole^s coUection 
of MSS. iit Oxford [nam, 8259. 1406. 2], are tlie paperg of some 
Alchynüst, which contain a variety of Ineantations and Forma 
of Conjuringhotli Fairies, Witches, and DemonSi principally, 
aa it should aeem ^ to aaaist him in liia great work of trana- 
muting m et als. Most of them are too impious to he reprinted : 
tut the two following may be very innocently laughed at. 

Whocyer looks into Ben Jonson'» Alchymist^ will find that 
theae impoatorsj among their otUer secrets, affected to haye 
a power overFairiee: and thatthey were commonly espected 
to be seen in a cryatal glasa, appeara from that extraordinary 
"book, "The Eelation of Dr. John Dee'a aetlona with Spirits, 
1659," folio, 

"Ah BKELiiiNi: WAT to gett a Fatäik, (Por myaelf I call 
MAEOABtsTt BAiiitAN(3E; but thls wiU obtcine ony one that 
ia not allready hownd.) 

"FiBaT, gett a hroad Square ehristall or Venice glasse, in 
length and breadth 3 inches. Then lay that glasee or christall 
in the hloud of a white henne, 3 Wedaesdayes^ or 3 Fridayea. 
Then take it ont^ and waah it with holy aq. and fumigate it, 
Thea take 3 haale aticks, or wanda of an yearo groth: pIll 
them fayre and white; and make *them* aoe longe, aa you 
write the Spibitt3 name, or Fatbies name, which you callj 
3 timea on every slicke being made flatt on oae aide. Then 
bury them uoder aome hill, whereaa you auppoae Payejes 
baunt, the Wednesday hefore you call her: and the Friday 
foUowinge take them uppe^ and call her at 8 or 3 or 10 of 
the clocke, which be good pianetts and hourea for that turne 
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but when you call, be in cleane life, and turne tby face to- 
wards the east. And when you have her, bind her to that 
stone or glasse." 

*'An Ungüent to annoynt nnder the Eyelids, and upon the 
Eyelids eveninge and mominge : but especially when you 
call; or find your sight not perfect. 

"B. A pint of sallet-oyle, and put it into a viall glasse: 
but first wash it with rose- water, and marygold- water: the 
flowers Ho' be gathered towards the east. Wash it tili the 
oyle come white; then put it into the glasse, ut supra: and 
then put thereto the budds of holyhocke, the flowers of mary- 
gold, the flowers or toppes of wild thime, the budds of young 
hazle: and the thime must be gathered neare the side of a 
hiil where Fatbies use to be: and ^take* the grasse of a 
fayrie throne, there. All these put into the oyle, into the 
glasse: and set it to dissolve 3 dayes in the sunne, and then 
keep it for thy use ; ut supra." 

After this receipt for the Unguent foUows a form of In- 
cantation, wherein the Alchymist conjures aFairy, named 
Elaby Q-athon, to appear to him in that crystal glass, meekly 
and mildly: to resolve him truly in all manner of questions; 
and to be obedient to all his commands , under pain of dam- 
nation, &c. 

One of the vulgär opinions about Fairies is, that they 
cannot be seen by human eyes, without a particular charm 
exerted in favour of the person who is to see them: and that 
they strike with blindness such as , having the gift of secing 
them, take notice of them mal-a-propos. 

As for the hazel sticks mentioned above, they were to be, 
probably, of that species called the Witch Hazel ; which re- 
ceived its name from this manner of applying it in incanta- 
tious. 

END OF TIIB SECOND BOOK. 
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I. 

The incidents in this, and the other bailad oi St George 
cand the Dragon, are chiefly taken from the old story-book of 
the Seven Champions of Christendome ; which, though now 
the plaything of children, was once in high repute. Bishop 
Hall, in his Satires, published in 1597, ranks 

"St. George*8 sorell, and his cross ofe blood|" 

among the most populär stories of his time : and an ingenious 
critic thinks that Spenser himself did not disdain to borrow 
Lints from it^: though I much doubt whether this populär 
romance were written so early as the Faerie Queen. 

The author of this book of the Seven Champions was one 
Richard Johnson, who lived in the reigns of Elizabeth and 
James, as we collect from his other publications; viz. — 
"The nine worthies of London: 1592," 4to. — "The plea- 
sant walks of Moor fields: 1607," 4to. — "A crown garland 
of Goulden Roses, gathered, &c. 1612," 8vo. — "The life and 

1 Mr.Warton. Vide Observations on the Faerie Queen, 2yoL 1762, 12mo, 
passim. 

Fercy. lU, 14 
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death of Rob. Cecill, E. of Salisbury, 1612," 4to. — "The 
Hißt, of Tom of Lincobi," 4to, is also by ß. J., who likewiBe 
reprinted "Don Flores of Greece," 4to. 

The Seven Champions, though written in a wild inflated 
style, contains some strong Gothic painting; which seems 
for the most part copied from the metrical romances of 
former ages. At least the story of St. Greorge and the fair 
Sabra is taken almost verbatim from the old poetical legend 
of " Syr Bevis of Hampton." 

This very antique poem was in great fame in Chaacer*B 
time [see above , page 112] , and so continued tili the intro- 
duction of pnnting, when it ran through several editions: 
two of which are in black-letter, 4to, "imprinted by Wyllyam 
Copland," without date ; containing great variations. 

As a specimen of the poetic powers of this very old 
rhymist, and as a proof how closely the author of the Seven 
Champions has foUowed him, take a description of the 
dragon slain by Sir Bevis. 

" Whan the dragon, that foule is, 

Had a syght of syr Bevis, 

He cast up a loude cry, 

As it had thondred in the sky ; 

He tomed bis bely towarde the son; 

It was greater than any tonne : 

His scales was bryghter then the glas, 

And harder they were than any bras : 

Betwene his shulder and bis tayle. 

Was forty fote withoute fayle. 

He waltred out of bis donne, 

And Bevis pricked bis stode then, 

And to hym a spere he thraste 

That all io sbyvers he it braste; 

The dragon then gan Bevis assayle, ' 

And smote syr Bevis witb his tayle : 

Then downe went horse and man. 

And two rybbes of Bevis bmsed than." 

After a long fight, at length, as the dragon was preparing 
to fly, Sir Bevis 

"Hit bim under the wynge, 
As he was in his fiyenge, 
Thore he was tender without scale, 
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And Bevis thought to be bis bale. 

He smoto after, as I you saye, 

Witb hia good sword Morglaye. 

Up to tbe hiltes Morglay yode 

Tbroughbarte, lyver, bone, andbloude: 

To tbe ground feil tbe dragon, 

Great joye syr Bevis begon. 

Under tbe scales al on blgbt 

He smote off bis bead fortb rigbt, 

And put it on a spere : " &c. Sign. K. iv. 

Sir Bevis's dragon is evidently the parent of that iq the 
Sevea Champions, see chapter iii. viz., ^'The dragon no 
soQoer had a sight of him [St. George] but he gave such a 
terrime peal, as though it had thundered in the elements. . . . 
Betwizt his Shoulders and his tail were ßfty feet in distance, 
hi« scales glistering as bright as silver, but far more hard 
than brass; his beUy of the colour of gold, but bigger than 
a kin. Thus weitered he from his den, &c. . . . The Cham- 
pion . . . gave the dragon such a thrust with his spear, that 
it shivered in a thousand pieces: whereat the forious dragon 
so fiercely emote him with his venomous tail, that down feil 
man and horse: in which fall two of St. Q-eorge's ribs were 
so bruised, &c. — At length ... St. George smote the 
dragon under the wing where it was tender without scale, 
whereby his good sword Ascalon with an easie passage went 
to the very hilt through both the dragon*s heart, liver, bone, 
and blood. — Then St. George cut off the dragon's head, 
and pitcht it upon the truncheon of a spear, &c." 

The History of the Seven Champions, being written just 
before the decline of books of chivalry, was never, I believe, 
translated into any foreign language: but "Le Boman de 
Beuves of Hantonne** was published at Paris in 1502, 4to, 
Let. Gothique. 

The leamed Seiden tella us, that about the time of the 
Norman invasion was Bevis famous with the title of Earl of 
Southampton, whose residence was at Dimcton in Wiltshire ; 
bat he observes, that the monkish enlargements of his story 
have made his very existence doubted. See notes on Poly- 
Olbion, songiü. 

14* 
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This hath also been the case of St. George himself; 
whose martial historv ia allowed to be apocryphal. But to 
prove that there really existed an orthodox Saint of this 
name (although little or nothing, it seems, is knownof his 
genuine story), is the subject of "An Historical and Critical 
Inquiry into ike Existence and Character of Saint George, 
&c. By the Rev. J. MiLaer, F. S.A., 1792, 8vo." 

The equestrian figure wom by the Enights of the G arter, 
has been understood to be an emblem of the Christian war- 
rior, in his spiritual armour, vanquishing the old serpent 

But on Ulis subject the inquisitiire reader may consnlt 
" A Dissertation on the Original of the Equestrian Figure of 
the George and of the Garter, ensigns of the most noble 
Order of that name. Illustrated with copper-plates. By 
John Pettingal, A.M., Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries, 
London, 1753," 4to. This leamed and curious work the 
author of the Historical and Critical Inquiry would ha?e 
done well to have seen. 

It cannot be denied, but that the following ballad is for 
the most part modern: for which reason it would have been 
thrown to the end of the volume, had not its subjeet pro- 
ciired it a place hcre. 

Listen, lords, in bower and hall, 

I sing the wonderous birth 
Of brave St, Gkorge , whose valorous arm 

Kid monsters firom the earth: 

Distressed ladies to relicTe 5 

lle traveird many a day; 
In honour of the Christian faith, 

Which shall endure for aye. 

In CoTentry sometime did dweU 

A knight of worthy fame, 10 

High Steward of this noble realme; 

Lord Albrot was his name. 
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He had to wife a princely dame, 

Whose beauty did excell. 
This virtuouß lady, being with child, 15 

In Budden sadness feil: 

For thirty nights no sooner sleep 

Had clos'd her wakeful eyes, 
But, lo! a foul and fearful dream 

Her fancy would surprize : 20 

She dreamt a dragon fierce and feil 

Conceiv'd within her womb ; 
Whose mortal fangs her body rent 

£re he to life could come. 

All woe-begone , and sad was she ; 2Ö 

She nourisht constant woe: 
Yet strove to hide it from her lord, 

Lest he should sorrow know. 

In vaine she strove , her tender lord, 

Who watch'd her slightest look, 30 

Discover'd soon her secret pain, 

And soon that pain partook. 

And when to him the fearful cause 

She weeping did impart, 
With kindest speech he strove to heal 35 

The anguish of her heart. 

Be comforted, my lady dear, 

Those pearly drops refrain; 
Betide me weal, betide me woe, 

rU try to ease thy pain. 40 

And for this foul and fearful dream, 

That causeth all thy woe, 
Trust me I'll travel far away, 

But ril the meaning knowe. 
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Then giying many a fond einbrace, 45 

And shedding many a teare, 
To the weird lady of the woods, 

He purpoß*d to repaire. 

To the weird lady of the woods, 

Füll long and many a day, 50 

Thro' lonely shades and thickets rough 

He winds his weary way. 

At length he reach'd a dreary dell 

With dismal yews o'erhung; 
Where cypress spred its mournfiil booghi, 55 

And pois'nous nightshade sprang. 

No chearfui gleams here pierc'd the gloom, 

He hears no chearfui sound ; 
But shrill night-ravens' yelling scream^ 

And serpents hissing round. GO 

The shriek of fiends anjd damned ghosts 

ßan howling thro' his ear : 
A chilling horror froze his heart, 

Tho' all unus*d to fear. 

Three times he strives to win his wäy, 65 

And pierce those sickly dews: 
Three times to bear his trembling corse 

His knocking knees refuse. 

At length upon his beating breast 

He signs the holy Crosse ; 70 

And, rouzing up his wonted tnight, 

He treads th' unhallow*d mosse. 

Beneath a pendant craggy clifP, 

All vaulted like a grave. 
And opening in the solid rock, 75 

He found the inchanted cave. 
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An iron gate clos'd up the mouth, 

All hideous and forlome; 
And, fasten^d by a silver chain, 

Near hung a brazed home. 80 

Then ofifering up a secret prayer, 

Three times he blowes amaine : 
Three times a deepe and hollow sound 

Did answer bim againe. 

"Sir knigbt, tby lady beares a son, 85 

Who, like a dragon bright, 
Shall prove most dreadful to bis foea, 

And terrible in fight. 

"His name advanc'd in fatare times 

On banners shall be wom : 90 

But lo ! thy lady's life mnst passe 

Before he can be born." 

All sore opprest with fear and doubt 

Long time lord Albret stood ; 
At length he winds bis doubtful way 95 

Back thro' the dreary wood. 

Eager to clasp his lovely dame 

Then fast he travels back : 
But when he reach'd his Castle gate, 

His gate was hung with black. 100 

In every court and hall he found 

A sullen silence reigne ; 
Save where, amid the lonely towers, 

He heard her maidens 'plaine ; 

And bitterly lament and weep, 105 

With many a grievous grone : 
Then sore his bleeding heart misgave, 

His lady's life was gone. 
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With f anltering step he entere in, 

Yet half aflfraid to goe ; 110 

With trembling voice asks why they grievei 

Yet fears the cause to knowe. 

^'Three times the sun hath rose and set;" 

They said, then stopt to weep: 
'* Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare 115 

In death's etemal sleep. 

"For, ah! in travel sore ehe feil, 

So sore that she must dye ; 
UnlesB some shrewd and cunning leech 

Conld ease her presentlye. 120 

'^But when a cunning leech was fet, 

Too soon declared he, 
She, or her habe must lose its life; 

Both saved could not be. 

"Now take my life, thy lady said, 125 

My little Infant save : 
And commend me to my lord, 

When I am laid in grave. 

" teil him how that precious habe 

Cost him a tender wife : 130 

And teach my son to lisp her name, 

Who died to save his life. 

"Then calling still upon thy name. 

And praying still for thee ; 
Without repining or complaint, 135 

Her gentle soiü did flee." 

What tongue can paint lord Albret's woe, 

The bitter tears he shed, 
The bitter pangs that wrung his heart, 

To find his lady dead? 140 
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He beat liis breast: he tore bis hair; 

And shedding rnany a tear, 
At lengtii he askt to see bis son; 

The Bon tbat cost so dear. 

New sorrowe seiz'd the damsells all; 145 

At length tbey faultering say ; 
"AlasI my lord, bow sball we teil? 

Thy son is stoln away. 

"Fair as the sweetest flower of spring, 
Such was bis infant mien : 150 

And on bis little body stampt 
Three wonderous marks were seen: 

"A blood-red cross was on bis arm; 

A dragon on bis breast: 
A little garter all of gold 155 

Was round bis leg ezprest. 

"Three carefull nurses we provide 

Our little lord to keep : 
One gave bim sucke , one gaye bim food, 

And one did lull to sleep. 160 

"But lol all in the dead of night, 

We beard a fearful sound: 
Loud thunder clapt ; the Castle shook ; 

And ligbtning flasht around. 

"Dead with aflfrigbt at first we lay; 165 

But rousing up anon, 
We ran to see our little lord: 

Our little lord was gone ! 

"But bow or wbere we could not teil; 

For lying on the ground, 170 

In deep and magic slumbers laid, 

The nurses there we found." 
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grief on grief ! lord Albret said : 

No more his tongae cou*d say, 
When falling in a deadly swoone, l'?^ 

Long time he lifeless lay. 

At length restor*d to life and sense 

He nourisht endless woe, 
No future joy his heart could taste, 

No fdtore comfort know. 180 

So withers on the mountain top 

A fair and stately oake, 
Whose vigorous arms are tome away 

By some rüde thunder-stroke. 

At length his Castle irksome grew, 185 

He loathes his wonted home ; 
His natiye cöuntry he forsakes, 

In foreign lands to roame. 

There up and downe he wandered far, 
Clad in a palmer's gown : 190 

Till his brown locks grew white as wool, 
His beard as thistle down. 

At length, all wearied, down in death 

He laid his reverend head. 
Meantime amid the lonely wild« 195 

His little son was bred. 

There the weird lady of the woods 

Had bome him far away, 
And train'd him up in feates of armes, 

And every martial play. 200 

* <%> 
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%L Stützt ann 4t Droiipotu 

The following bailad is giyen (with some correctionB) 
om two ancient black-letter copies in the PepTS collection : 
le of which is in 12mo, the other in folio. 



Of Hector*8 deeds did Homer sing; 

And of the sack of stately Troy, 
What griefs fair Helena did bring, 

Which was sir Paris' only joy: 
And by my pen I will recite 5 

St. George*s deeds, an £nglish knight. 

Against the Sarazens so rade 

Fought he füll long and many a day; 
Where many gyants he subdu'd, 

In honour of the Christian way : 10 

And after many adventores past 
To Egypt land he came at last. 

Now, as the story piain doth tisll, 

Within that conntrey there did rest 
A dreadful dragon fierce and feil, Ib 

Whereby they were füll sore opprest: 
Who by his poisonoos breath each day, 
Did many of the city slay. 

The grief whereof did grow so great 

Throughout the limits of the land, 20 

That they their wise-men did intreat 

To shew their cunning out of band ; 
What way they might this fiend destroy, 
That did the countrey thus annoy. 
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The wise-men all before the king 25 

This answer fram*d incontinent; 
The dragon none to death might bring 

By any means they could invent: 
His skin more hard than brass was found, 
That Bword nor spear could pierce nor wound. 30 

When this the people understood, 

They ciyed out most piteouslye, 
The dragoii*8 breath infects their blood, 

That every day in heaps they dye : 
Among them sach a plague it bred, 35 

The living scarce could bury the dead. 

No means there were, as they could hear, 

For to appease the dragon^s rage, 
But to present some virgin clear, 

Whose blood his fury might asswage; 40 

£ach day he would a maiden eat, 
For to allay his hunger great. 

This thing by art the wise-men found, 

Which tnily must obserred be ; 
Wherefore throughout the city round 45 

A virgin pure of good degree 
Was by the king's conmiission still 
Taken up to serve the dragon's will 

Thus did the dragon every day 

Untimely crop some virgin flowr, 50 

Till all the maids were wom away, 

And none were left him to devour: 
Saving the king*s fair daughter bright, 
Her father's only heart's delight 

Then came the of&cers to the king 55 

Xhat heavy message to declare, 
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Which did his heart with sorrow sting; 

She is, quoth he, mykingdom's heir: l 

let US all be poisoned here, 
£re she should die, that is my dear. 60 

Then rose the people presenily, 

And to the king in rage they went; 
They said his daughter dear should dye, 

The dragon's fury to prevent. 
Our daughters all are dead , quoth they,** 65 

And have been made the dragon's prey: 

And by their blood we rescued were, 

And thou hast say*d thy life thereby; 
And now in sooth it is but faire, 

For US thy daughter so should die. 70 

save my daughter, said the king; 
And let ms feel the dragon's sting. 

Then feil fair Sabra on her knee. 

And to her father dear did say, 
father, strive not thus for me, 75 

But let me be the dragon's prey ; 
It may be , for my sake alone 
This plague upon the land was thrown. 

Tis better I should dye, she said, 

Than allyour subjects perish quite; 80 

Perhaps the dragon here was laid, 

For my offence to work his spite: 
And after he hath suckt my göre, 
Your land shall feel the grief no more 

What hast thou done, my daughter dear, 85 

For to deserve this heavy scourge? 
It is my fault, as may appear, 

Which makes the gods our state to purge ; 
Then ought I die, to stint the strife, 
And to preserve thy happy life. 90 
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Like mad-men, all the people cried, 

Thy death to us can do no good \ 
Our safety only doth abide 

In makiiig her the dragon's food. 
Lo! here I am, I come, quoth she, 95 

Therefore do what you will with me. 

Nay stay, dear daughter, quoth the queen, 

And as thou art a virgin bright, 
That hast for vertue famous been, 

So let me cloath thee all in white ; 100 

And crown thy head with flowers sweet, 
An Ornament for virgins meet. 

And when she was attired so, 

Aecording to her mother*s mind, 
Unto the stake then did she go ; 105 

To which her tender limbs they bind : 
And being bound to stake a thrall, 
She bade farewell unto them all. 

Farewell , my father dear, quoth she, 

And my sweet mother meek and mild; HO 

Take you no thought nor weep for me^ 

For you may have another child : 
Since for my country's good I dye, 
Death I receive most willinglye. 

The king and queen and all their train 115 

With weeping eyes went then their way, 

And let their daughter there remain, 
To be the hungry dragon*s prey: 

But as she did there weeping lye, 

Beholö, St. George came riding by. 120 

Aud ^Reetttg there a lady bright 
So m- tude^y tyed unto a stake, 
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As well became a valiant knight, 

He straight to her his way did take: 
Teil me, sweet maiden, then quoth he, 125 

What caitif thus abuseth thee? 

And, lo! by Christ his cross I vow, 

Which here is figured on my breast, 
I will revenge it on his brow, 

And break mylance upon his ehest: 130 

And speaking thus whereas he stood, 
The dragon issued from the wood. 

The lady that did first espy 

The dreadful dragon coming so, 
ünto St. George aloud did cry, 135 

And wüled him away to go ; 
Here comes that cursed fiend, quoth she, 
That soon will make an end of me. 

St. George then looking round about, 

The fiery dragon soon espy'd, 140 

And like a knight of courage stout, 

Against him did most fiercely ride ; 
And with such blows he did him greet, 

He feil beneath his horse's feet 

For with his launce that was so strong, 145 

As he came gaping in his face, 
In at his mouth he thrust along; 

For he could pierce no other place; 
And thus within the lady's view 
This mighty dragon straight he slew. 150 

The savour of his poisoned breath 

Could do this holy knight no härm. 
Thus he the lady sav*d firom death, 

And home he led her by the arm ; 
Which when king Ptolemy did see, X55 

There was great mirth and melody. 
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When as ihat valiant champion there 
Had slain the dragon in the field, 

To court he brought the lady fair, 
Which to their hearts mach joy did 3deld. 

He in the court of Egypt staid 

Till he most falsely was betray'd. 

That lady dearly lov'd the knight, 

He counted her his only joy; 
But when their love was brought to light, 

It tum'd unto their great annoy: 
Th' Morocco king was in the court, 
Who to the orchard did resort, 

Dayly to take the pleasant air, 
For pleasure sake he us'd to walk, 

Under a wall he oft did hear 
St. George with lady Sabra talk: 

Their love he shew*d unto the king, 

Which to St. George great woe did bring. 

Those kings together did devise 
To make the Christian knight away, 

With letters him in curteous wise 
They straightway sent to Persia: 

But wrote to the sophy him to kill. 

And treacherously his blood to spill. 

Thus they for good did him reward 

With evil, and most subtilly 
By such vile meanes they had regard 

To work his death most cruelly ; 
Who, as through Persia land he rode, 
With zeal destroy'd each idol god. 

For which offence he straight was thrown 
Into a dungeon dark and deep; 
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Where , when he thought hia wrongs upon, 

He bitterly did wail and weep ii 190 

Yet like a knight of courage stout, 
At length bis way he digged out. 

Three grooms of the king of Persia 

Bj night this valiant Champion slew, 
Though he had fasted many a däy; 195 

And then away from thence he flew 
On the best steed the sophy had ; 
Which when he knew he was füll mad. 

Towards Christendom he made bis flight, 
But met a gyant by the way, 200 

With whom in combat he did fight 
Most valiantly a summer*s day : 

Who yet, for all bis bats of steel, 

Was forc'd the sting of death to feel. 

Back o'er the seas with many bands 205 

Of warlike souldiers soon he past, 
Yowing upon those heathen lands 

To work revenge ; which at the last, 
£re thrice three years were gone and spent, 
He wrought unto bis beart's content.' 210 

Save onely Egypt land he spar'd 

For Sabra bright her only sake, 
And, ere for her he had regard, 

He meant a tryal kind to make : 
Mean while the king, o'ercome in field, 215 

Unto Saint George did quickly yield. 

Then straight Morocco's king he slew, 

And took fair Sabra to bis wife, 
But meant to try if she were true 

Ere with her he would lead bis life : 220 

And, tho* he had her in bis tram, 
She did a virgin pure remain. 
Pere». JJl Ib 
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Toward England then that lovely dame 
The brave St. George conducted strait, 

An eunuch also with tigern came, 225 

Who did upon the lady wait; 

These three from Egypt went alone. 

Now mark St George's yalour shown« 

When as they in a forest were, 

The lady did desire to rest; 230 

Mean while St. Greorge to kill a deer, 

For their repast did think it best : 
Leaving her with the eunuch there, 
Whilst he did go to kill the deer. 

But lo ! all in his absence came 235 

Two hungry lyons fierce and feil, 
And tore the eunuch on the same 

In pieces small, the truth to teil; 
Down by the lady then they laid, 
Whereby they shew'd, she was a maid. 240 

But when he came from hunting back, 

And did behold this heavy chance, 
Then for his lovely virgin*s sake 

His courage strait he did advance, 
And came into the lions sight, 245 

Who ran at him with all their might. 

Their rage did him no whit dismay, 
Who , like a stout and valiant knight, 

Did both the hungry lyons slay 
Within the lady Sabra's sight: 250 

Who all this while sad and demure, 

There stood most like a virgin pure. 

Now when St. Greorge did surely know 
This lady was a virgin true, 
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Hifiheart was glad, that erst was woe, 255 

And all his lovQ did soon renew: 
He set her on a palfrey steed, 
And towards England came with speed. 

Where being in short space arriv'd 

ünto his native dwelling place; 260 

Therein with his dear love he liy'd, 

And fortone did his nuptials grace: 
They many years of joy did see, 
And led their lives at Coventry. 



in. 
tnU toiH finn ottt t^t tmat* 

Tms ezcellent song is ancient: but we could only give it 
rom a modern copy. 

OvEB the mountains, 

And over the waves; 
ünder the fountains, 

And ander the graves; 
Under floods that are deepest, 5 

Which Neptone obey; 
Over rocks that are steepest, 

Love will find out the way. 

Where there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lye ; 10 

Where there is no space 

For receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dares not venture, 

Lest herseif fast she lay; 
If love come, he wül enter, 15 

And soon find out his way. 

15* 
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You may esteem him 

A ohild for his might; 
Or you may deem him 

A coward from his flight: 20 

ßut if she, whom love dotii honour, 

Be conceal^d from the day, 
Set a thousand guards upon her, 

Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lose him, 25 

By having him confin*d; 
And some do suppose him, 

Poor thing, to be blind; 
But if ne'er so close ye wall him, 

Do the best that you may, 30 

Blind love, if so ye call him, 

Will find out his way. 

Tou may train the eagle 

To stoop to your fist; 
Or you may inveigle 35 

The phenix of the east; 
The lioness, ye may move her 

To give o*er her prey ; 
But you'll ne'er stop a lover: 

He will find out his way. 40 

*** 



IV. 

A SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

Sbeus to be composed (not without improvements) out of 

"^ ancient English ones, printed in the former part of this 

ne. See book i., bailad zv. ; and book ii., bailad iv. If 

bad been the original, the authors of those two ballads 

id hardlyhave adopted two such different stories: besides, 



. X«0&D THOMAS AND FAIB ANNEX. 

contains enlargements not to be found in either of the 
3». It is given , with some corrections , from a MS. copy 
ismitted from Scotland. 



Lord Thomas and fair Annet 

Säte a* day on ahill; 
Whan night was cum , and sun was sett, 

They had not talkt their fiU. 

Lord Thomas said a word in jest, 5 

Fair Annet took it ill: 
AM I will nevir wed a wife 

Against my ain &iends will. 

Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife, 

A wife wull neir wed yee. 10 

Sae he is harne to teil his mither, 

And knelt upon his knee : 

rede, rede, mither, he says, 
A gude rede gie to mee: 

sali I tak the nut-browne bride, 15 
And let faire Annet bee? 

The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear, 

Fair Annet she has gat nane ; 
And the little beauty fair Annet has, 

it wull Boon be gane ! 20 

And he has tili his brother gane : 

Now, brother, rede ye mee; 
A' sali I marrie the nut-browne bride. 

And let fair Annet bee? 

The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother, 25 

The nut-browne bride has kye; 

1 wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride. 
And cast fair Annet bye. 
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Her ozen may dje i' tiie honse, BiUle, 
And her kye into the byre ; 80 

And I sali hae nothing to my seil, 
Bot a fat fadge by tiie fyre. 

And he has tili his sister gane : 

Now, sister, rede ye mee; 
sali I marrie the nut-browne bride, 35 

And set fair Annet free? 

Ise rede ye tak fair Annet, Thomas, 

And let the browne bride alane; 
Lest ye soold sigh and say, Alace ! 

What is this we bronght harne? 40 

No, I will tak my mithers counsel, 

And marrie me owt o* band; 
And I will tak the nnt-browne bride; 

Fair Annet may leive the land. 

Up then rose fair Annets father 45 

Twa hoors or it wer day, 
And he is gane into the bower, 

Wherein fair Annet lay. 

Rise up, rise up, fair Annet, he says, 

Put onyour Silken sheene; 50 

Let US gae to St. Maries kirke, 

And See that rieh weddeen. 

My maides, gae to my dressing-roome, 

And dress to me my hair; 
Whair-eir yee laid a plait before, 55 

See yee lay ten times mair. 

My maids , gae to my dressing-room, 

And dress to me my smock ; 
The one half is o' the holland fine, 

The other o' needle-work. GO 
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The liorse fair Annet rade npou, 

He amblit like the wind, 
WV silier he was shod before, 

Wr buming gowd behind. 

Four and twanty silier bells ' 65 

Wer a' tyed tili his mane, 
And yae tift o* the norland wind, 

They tinkled ane by ane. 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Bade by fair Annets side, 70 

And four and twanty fair ladies, 

As gin she had bin a bride. 

And whan she cam to Maries kirk, 

She sat on Maries stean : 
The cleading that fair Annet had on 75 

It skinkled in their een. 

And whan she cam into the kirk, 
> She shimmer*d like the sun ; 
The belt that was about her waist, 
Was a' wi* pearles bedone. 80 

She sat her by the nut-browne bride, 

And her een they wer gae clear, 
Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride, 

When fair Annet she drew near. 

He had a rose into his band, 85 

And he gave it kisses three. 
And reaching by the nut-browne bride, 

Laid it on fair Annets knee. 

Up than spak the nut-browne bride, 

She spak wi' meikle spite; 90 

And whair gat ye that rose-water, 

That does mak yee sae white? 
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1 did get the rose-water 

Whair je wull neir get nane, 
For I did get that very rose-water 95 

Into my mithers warne. 

' The bride she drew a long bodkin, 
Frae out her gay head-gear, 
And strake fair Annet unto the heart, 
That Word she nevir spak mair. 100 

Lord Thomas he saw fair Annet wex pale, 

And marvelit what mote bee : 
But whan he saw her dear hearts binde, 

A' wood-wroth wexed hee. 

He drew his dagger, that was sae sharp, 105 

That was sae sharp and meet, 
And drave into the nut-browne bride, 

That feil deid at his feit. 

Now stay for me, dear Annet, he sed, 
Now stay, my dear, he cry'd; 110 

Then strake the dagger untill his heart, 
And feil deid by her side. 

Lord Thomas was buried without kirk-wa*, 

Fair Annet within the quiere ; 
And o* the tane thair grew a birk, 115 

The other a bonny briere. 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw, 

As they wad faine be neare ; 
And by this ye may ken right weil, 

They were twa luvers deare. 120 
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V. 

This little beautiful Bonnet is reprinted from a emall 
ime of "Poems by Thomas Carew, Esq., one of the gen- 
len oftheprivie- Chamber, and sewer in ordinary to his 
esty. (Charles I.) Lond. 1640." This elegant and almost- 
;otten writer, whose poems have been deservedly revived, 
i, in the prime of his age , in 1639. 
[n the original follows a third stanza; which, not being 
;eneral application, nor of equal merit, I have ventared 
mit. 

Hee , that loves a rosie cheeke, 

Or a corall lip admires, 
Or from star-like eyes doth seeke 

Fuell to maintaine his fires, 
As old time makes these decay, 5 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and stedfast mind, 
Gentle thoughts, and calme desires, 

Hearts with equal love combin*d, 

Kindle never-dying fires : 10 

Where these are not, I despise 

Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes. 
* 4c « « ^ 



VI. 

The subject of this ballad is sufficiently populär from the 
lern play which is founded upon it. This was written by 
»rge Lillo, a je weller of London, and first acted about 
). As for the ballad, it was printed at least as early as 
middle of the last Century. 
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It iB here given from three old printed copiesi iidbidi ex- 
hibit a stränge intennizture of Boman and black-letter. Itis 
also collated with another copy in the Ashmole collection at 
Oxford, which is thus entiüed, ''An excellent bailad of 
George Bamwell, an apprentice of London, who . . . thrice 
robbed bis master and murdered bis vncle in Lndlow." The 
tune is The MercharU. 

Tbis tragical narrative seems to relate a real faet; bot 
wben it bappened, I bave not been able to discover. 



THE FIRST PART. 

All youtbs of fair Englknd 

That dwell both far and near, 
Segard my story that I teil, 

And to my song give ear. 

A London lad I was, 5 

A mercbanfs prentice bound; 
My name George Bamwell; that did spend 

My master many a pound. 

Take heed of harlots then, 

And their enticing trains; 10 

For by that means I have been brought 

To hang alive in chains. 

As I, lipon a day, 

Was Walking through the street 
About my master's business, 15 

A wanton I did meet. 

A gallant dainty dame. 

And samptuous in attire ; 
With smiling look she greeted me, 

And did my name require. 20 
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Which when I had deolar'd, 

She gave me then a kiss, 
And Said, if I would come to her, 

I should have more than thie. 

Fair mistress, then quoth I, 25 

If I the place may know, 
ThiB evening I will be with you, 

For I abroad must go 

To gather monies in, 

That are my master's dae: 30 

And ere that I do home retnm, 

1*11 come and visit yon. 

Good Bamwell, then quoth she, 

Do thou to Shoreditch come. 
And ask for Mrs. Millwoöd's house, 35 

Next door unto the Gun. * 

And trost me on my truth, 

If thou keep touch with me, 
My dearest friend, as my own heart 

Thou shalt right welcome be. 40 

Thos parted we in peace, 

And home I passed right; 
Then went abroad, and gathered in, 

By six o'clock at night. 

An hnndred pound and one : 45 

With bag under my arm 
I went to Mrs. Millwoöd's house. 

And thought on little härm; 

And knocking at the door, 

Straightway herseif came down; 50 

Rustling in most brave attire, 

With hood and silken gown. 
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Who, through her beaaty bright, 

So glorioosly did shine, 
That she amaz'd my dazzling eyes, 56 

She seemed so divine. 

She took me by the band, 

And with a modest grace, 
Welcome , sweet Bamwell , thea quoth she, 

Unto this homely place. 60 

And smce I have thee found 

As good as thy word to be: 
A homely supper, ere we part, 

Thou shalt take here with me. 

Opardon me, quoth I, 65 

Fair mistress, I you pray; 
Por why, out of my master's house, 

So long I dare not stay. 

Alas, good sir, she said, 

Are you so strictly ty'd, 70 

You may not with your dearest friend 

One hour or two abide? 

Faith, then the case is hard: 

If it be so, quoth she, 
I would I were a prentice bound, 75 

To live along with thee : 

Therefore, my dearest George, 

List well what I shall say, 
And do not blame a woman much, 

Her fancy to bewray. 80 

Let not aflfection*s force 

Be counted lewd desire ; 
Nor think it not immodesty, 

I should thy love require. 
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With that ehe tum'd aside, 85 

And with a blushing red,' 
A moumfdl motion she bewray'd 

By hanging down her head. 

A handkerchief she had 

All wrought with silk and gold : 90 

Which she to stay her trickling tears 

Before her eyes did hold. 

This thing unto my sight 

Was wondrous rare and stränge ; 
And in my soul and inward thought 95 

It wrought a sudden change : 

That I so hardy grew, 

To take her by the band: 
Saying, Sweet mistress, why do you 

So dull and peusive stand? 100 

Call me no mistress now, 

But Sarah, thy true friend, 
Thy servant, Millwood, honouring thee, 

Until her Ufe hath end. 

If thou wouldst here alledge, 105 

Thou art in years a boy; 
So was Adonis, yet was he 

Fair Venus* only joy. 

Thus I, who ne*er before 

Of woman found such grace, 110 

But seeing now so fair a dame 

Give me a kind embrace, 

I supt with her that night, 

With joys that did abound; 
And for the same paid presently, 115 

In money twice three pound. 
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An hundred kisses then, 

For my farewel she gave; 
CrTing, Sweet Bamwell, when «hall 1 

Again thy Company have? 120 

Btay not hence too long, 

Sweet George, have me in mind. 
Her words bewicht my childishness, 

She uttered them bo kind: 

So that I made a vow, 125 

Next Sunday without fail, 
With my sweet Sarah onee again 

To teil some pleasant tale. 

When she heard me say so, 

The tears feil from her eye; 130 

George, quoth she, if thou dost faily 

Thy Sarah sure will dye. 

Though long, yet loe! at last, 

The appointed day was come, 
That I must with my Sarah meet ; 135 

Having a mighty sum 

Of money in my hand i, 

Unto her house went I, 
Whereas my love upon her bed 

In saddest sort did lye. 140 

What ails my heart's delight, 

My Sarah dear? quoth I; 
Let not my love lament and grieve, 

Nor sighing pine , and die. 

1 The having & snm of money with him on Sunday, &e. showB this nar- 
rative to have been penned before the civil w&rs: the strict obowranee of 
tbe Sabbath vr&a owing to the change of manners at that period. 
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Bat teil me, dearest fnend, 145 

What maj thy woes amend, 
And thou shalt lack no means of help, 

Thoagh forty pound I spend. 

With that ehe tum'd her head. 

And ßickly thus did say, 150 

.Oh me, sweet Greorge, my grief ia great, 

Ten pound I have to pay 

Unto a cruel wretch; 

And God he knows, quoth she, 
I have it not. Tush, rise, I said, 155 

And take it bere of me. 

Ten pounds, nor ten times ten, 

Shall make my love decay. 
Then from my bag into her lap, 

I cast ten pound straightway. 160 

All blithe and pleasant then, 

To banqueting we go ; 
She proffered me to lye with her, 

And Said it should be so. 

And after that same time, 165 

I'gave her störe of coyn, 
Yea, sometimes fifty pound at once; 

All which I did purloyn. 

And thus I did pass on ; 

Until my master then 170 

Did call to ha^ his reckoning in 

Cast up among his men. 

The which when as I heard, 

I knew not what to say : 
For well I knew that I was out 175 

Two hundred pound that day. 
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Then from my master straight 

Iran in secret sort; 
And unto Sarah Millwood there 

My case 1 did report. 180 

"But how ßhe us'd this youth, 

In this his care and woe, 
And all a strumpet's wiley ways, 

The SECOND PABT may showe." 
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YouNa Bamwell cpmes to thee, 

Sweet Sarah, my delight; 
I am undone unless thou stand 

My faithfiil fnend this night. 

Our master to accompts ö 

Hath just occasion found; 
And I am caught behind the hand 

Above two himdred pound: 

And now his wrath to 'scape, 

My love, I fly to thee, 10 

Hoping some time I may remaine 

In safety here with thee. 

With that she knit her brows, 

And looking all aquoy, 
Quoth she , What should I have to do 15 

With any prentice boy? 

And seeing you have purloyn'd 

Your master's goods away, 
The case is bad, and therefore here 

You shall no longer stay. 20 

Why, dear, thou know*st, I said, 
How all which I could get, 
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1 gave it, and did spend it all 
üpon liiee every whit. 

Quoth she, Thou art a knave, 25 

To Charge me in this sort, 
Being a woman of credit fair, 

And known of good report: 

Therefore I teil thee flat, 

Be packing with good speed ; 30 

1 do defie thee from mj heart, 

And scom thy filthy deed. 

Is this the friendship , that 

You did to me protest? 
Is this the great affection, which 35 

You 80 to me exprest? 

Now üe on subtle shrews ! 

The best is, I may speed 
To get a lodging any where 

For money in my need. 40 

False woman, now farewell, 

Whilst twenty pound doth last, 
My anchor in some other haven 

With freedom I will cast. 

When she perceiv'd by this, 45 

I had Store of money there: 
Stay, George, quoth she, thou art too quick: 

Why, man, I did but jeer: 

Dost think for all my speech, 

That I would let thee go? 50 

Faith no, said she, my love to thee 
I wiss is more than so. 
Percy. III. 16 
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You scome a prentice boy, 

I heard you just now swear, 
Wherefore I will not trouble you. 55 

Nay, George, hark in thine ear; 

Thou shalt not go to-night, 

What Chance soe're befall: 
But, man, we'll have a bed for thee, 

Or eise the devil take all. 60 

So I by wiles bewitcht, 

And snar'd with fancy still, 
Had then no power to 'get' away, 

Or to withstand her will. 

Por wine on wine I call'd, 65 

And cheer upon good cheer; 
And nothing in the world I thought 

For Sarah's love too dear 

Whilst in her Company, 

I had such merriment; 70 

All, aU too Uttie I did think, 

That I upon her spent. 

A fig for care and thought I 

When all my gold is gone. 
In faith, my girl, we will have more, 75 

Whoever I light upon. 

My father's rieh, why then 

Should I want störe of gold? 
Nay with a father sure, quoth she, 

A son may well make bold. 80 

I've a sister richly wed, 

I'U rob her efe TU want. 
Nay then , quoth Sarah , they may well 

Consider of your scant. 
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Nay, I an uncle have; 85 

At Ludlow he doth dwell; 
He Ib a grazier, which in wealth 

Doth all the rest excell. 

Ere I will live in lack, 

And have no coyn för thee : 90 

ril rob his house, and murder him. 

Why should you not? quoth she : 

Was I aman, erel 

Would live in poor estate; 
On father, friends, and all my kin, 95 

I would my talons grate. 

For without money, George, 

A man is but a beast: 
Bat bringing money, thou shalt be 

Always my welcome guest. 100 

For shouldst thou be pursued 

With twenty hues and cryes, 
And with a Warrant searched for 

With Argus' hundred eyes, 

Yet here thou shalt be safe; 105 

Such privy ways there be, 
That if they sought an hundred years, 

They could not find out thee. 

And 80 carousing both 

Their pleasures to content: 110 

George Bamwell had in little space 

His money wholly spent. 

Which done, to Ludlow straight 

He did provide to go, 
To rob his wealthy uncle there; 115 

Hie minion would it so. 

16* 
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And once he thought to take 

His father by the way, 
Bat that he fear'd his master had 

Took Order for his stay^. 120 

Unto his uncle then 

He rode with might and main, 
Who with a welcome and good cheer 

Did Bamwell entertam. 

One fortnight's space he stayed, 125 

Until it chanced so, 
His uncle with his cattle did 

Unto a market go. 

His kinsman rode with him, 

Where he did see right piain, 130 

Great störe of money he had took: 

When Coming home again, 

Sudden within a wood, 

He Struck his uncle down, 
And beat his brains out of his head ; 135 

So sore he crackt his crown. 

Then seizing fourscore pound, 

To London straight he hyed, 
And unto Sarah Millwood all 

The cruell fact descryed. 140 

Tush, *ti8 no matter, George, 

So we the money have. 
To have good cheer in joUy sort, 

And deck us fine and brave. 

Thus lived in filthy sort, 145 

Until their störe was gone : 

^ •'. «. for stopping , and apprehending him at his fath^s. 
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When means to gel them anj more, 
I wiBy poor George had none. 

Therefore in railing sort, 

Sie thrust him out of door; 150 

Which is the just rewaxd of those, 

Who spend upon a whore. 

! do me not disgrace 

In this my need, quoth he. 
She call*d lüm thief and murderer, 155 

With all the spight might be: 

To the constable she sent, 

To have him apprehended; 
And shewed how far, in each degree, 

He had the laws offended. 160 

When Bamwell saw her drift, 

To sea he got straightway; 
Where fear and sting of conscience 

Continuallj on him lay. 

Unto the lord mayor then, 165 

He did a letter write ; 
In which his own and Sarah*B fault 

He did at large recite. 

Whereby she seized was 

And then to Ludlow sent: 170 

Where she was judg'd, condemti'd, and hang'd, 

For murder incontinent. 

There djed this gallant quean, 

Such was her greatest gains : 
For murder in Polonia, 175 

Was Bamwell hang'd in chains. 
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Lo ! here's the end of youth, 

That affcer harlots bannt; 
Who in the spoil of other men, 

About tbe streets do flaunt. 180 



vn. 

These beantifol stanzas were written by George Wither, 
of whom some account was given in tbe former part of this 
volume: see tbe song entitled, The Shepher^'S Resolution^ 
book ii. song xxii. In tbe first edition of tbis work, only a 
small firagment of tbis sonnet was inserted. It was after- 
wards rendered more complete and entire by tbe addition of 
five stanzas more, extracted from Witber's pastoral poem, 
entitled, The Mistress of PhUarete, of wbicb tbis song makes 
a part. It is now given still more correct and perfect by 
comparing it witb anotber copy, printed by tbe autbor in bis 
improved edition of The SJiephercPs Hunting, 1620, 8vo. 



Hence away, tbou Syren, leave me, 

Pisbl unclaspe tbese wanton armes; 
Sugred words can ne'er deceive me, 
(Tbougb tbey prove a tbousand cbarmes). 

Fie, fie, forbeare; 5 

No common snare 
Can ever my affection cbaine: 

Tby painted baits, 

And poore deceits, 
Are all bestowed on me in vaine. 10 

Fme no slave, to sucb as you be; 
Neitber sball tbat snowy brest, 
ßowling eye, and lip of ruby 
Ever robb me of my rest : 
Goe, goe, display 15 

Tby beautje's ray 
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To Bome more-soone enamonr'd swaine: 

Those common wiles 

Of Bighs and Bmiles 
Are all bestowed on me in vaine. 20 

I have elßewhere vowed a dutie ; 
Turne away thy tempting eye: 
Shew not me a painted beautie ; 
These impoBtureB I deiie : 

My Bpirit lothes 25 

Where gawdy clothes 
And fained othes may love obtaine : 

I love her bo, 

WhoBe looke BweareB N05 
That all your labours will be vaine. SO 

Can he prize the tainted posies, 

Which on every breBt are wome; 
That may plucke the virgin roses 
Prom tiieir never-touched thome? 

I can goe rcBt 35 

On her Bweet brest, 
That Ib the pride of Cynthia's traine : 

Then Btay thy tongue ; 

Thy mermaid song 
Ib all beBtowed on me in vaine. 40 

Hee'B a foole, that basely dallicB, 

Where each peasant matcB with him: 
Shall I haunt the thronged vallieB, 
WhiLst ther'B noble hilB to climbe? 

No, no, thongh clowncB 45 

Are Bcar'd with frowncB, 
I know the best can but dlBdaine: 

And those Ile prove: 

So will thy love 
Be all bestowed on me in vaine. 50 
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I doe Bcome to yow a dutie, 

Where each lostfull lad may wooe : 
Give me her, whose sun-like beautie 
Buzzards dare not soare unto: 

Shee, shee it is 55 

Affoords that blisse 
For which I woidd refose no paine : 

But such as jon, 

Fond fooles, adieu; 
You seeke to captive me in vaine. 60 

Leave me then, you Syrens, leave me; 
Seeke no more to worke my harmes : 
Craftie wiles cannot deceive me, 
Who am proofe against your charmes: 

You labour may 65 

To lead astray 
The heart, that constant shall remaine: 

And I the while 

Will sit and smile 
To ßee you spend your time in vaine. 70 



vm. 

Ths subject of this bailad is taken from a folio collection 
of tragical stories, entitled, "The theatre of God's judg- 
ments, by Dr. Board and Dr. Taylor, 1642." Pt iL p. 89. - 
The text is given (with corrections) from two copies; one of 
them in black-letter in the Pepys collection. In this every 
stanza is accompanied with the following distich by way of 
bürden: 

" Oh jealonsle I thon art narst in holl : 
Depart from hence , and therein dwell.** 



OB EFFECTS OF JBALOtJSY. ^49 

All tender hearts, that ake to hear 
Of those that suffer wrong; * 

All you, that never shed a tear, 
Give heed unto my song. 

Fair Isabella's tragedy 5 

My tale doth far ezceed: 
Alas, that so much croelty 

In female hearts should breedl 

In Spain a lady liVd of late, 

Who was of high degree ; 10 

Whose wayward temper did create 

Mach woe and miseiy. 

Strange jealonsies so fill'd her head 

With many a vain surmize, 
She thought her lord had wrong'd her bed, 15 

And did her love despise. 

A gentlewoman passing fair, 

Did on this lady wait; 
With bravest dames she might compare; 

Her beauty was compleat. 20 

Her lady cast a jealous eye 

Upon this gentle maid ; 
And tazt her with disloyaltye; 

And did her oft upbraid. 

In silence still this maiden meek 25 

Her bitter taunts would bear, 
While oft adown her lovely cheek 

Would steal the falling tear. 

In vain in homble sort she strove 

Her fury to disarm : 30 

As well the meekness of the dove 

The Woody hawke might charm. 
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Her lord, of homour light and gay, 

And innocent the whüe, 
Ab offc as she came in bis waj, 35 

Would on the damsell smile. 

And off; before bis lady's face, 

As tbinking ber ber friend, 
He would tbe maiden's modest grace 

And comeliness commend. 40 

All wbicb incens^d bis ladj so, 

Sbe bumt witb wratb extreame; 
At lengtb tbe ßie tbat long did glow, 

Burst fortb into a flame. 

For on a daj it so befell, 45 

Wben be was gone from bome, 
Tbe lady all witb rage did swell, 

And to tbe damsell come. 

And cbarging ber witb great o£fence, 
And many a grievous fault; 50 

Sbe bade ber servants drag ber tbence, 
Into a dismal vanlt, 

Tbat lay beneatb tbe common-sbore : 

A dungeon dark and deep: 
Wbere they were wont, in days of yore, 55 

Oflfenders great to keep. 

Tbere never ligbt of cbearful day 

Dispers'd tbe bideous gloom; 
But dank and noisome vapours play 

Around tbe wretcbed room : 60 

And adders, snakes, and toads tberein, 

As afterwards was known, 
Long in tbis loatbsome vault bad bin, 

And were to monsters grown. 
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Into tliis foul and fearfdl place, 65 

The fair one innocent 
Was cast, before her lady*s face; 

Her malice to content. 

This maid no sooner enternd is, 

But strait, alas! she hears 70 

The toads to croak, and snakes to hiss: 

Then grievously she fears. 

Soon from their holes the vipere creep, 

And fiercely her assail: 
Which makes the damsel sorelj weep, 75 

And her sad fate bewail. 

With her fair hands she strives in vain 

Her body to defend: 
With shrieks and cries she doth complain, 

But all is to no end. 80 

A servant listning near the door, 

Struck with her doleful noise, 
Strait ran his lady to implore; 

But she'll not hear his yoice. 

With bleeding heart he goes agen 85 

To mark the maiden's groans ; 
And plainly hears, within the den, 

How she herseif bemoans. 

Again he to his lady hies 

With all the haste he may : 90 

She into furious passion flies, 

And Orders him away. 

Still back again does he retum 

To hear her tender cries; 
The virgin now had ceas'd to moum; 95 

Which fiU'd him with surprize. 
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In grief, and horror, and affiight, 

He listens at the walls ; 
But finding all was silent quite, 

He to his ladj calls. 100 

Too sure, lady, now quoth he, 

Your craelty hath sped ; ^ 

Make hast, for shame, and come and see; ^^ 

I fear the virgin's dead. 

She Starts to hear her sudden fate, 105 

And does with torches run : 
But all her haste was now too late, 

For death his worst had done. 

The door being open'd, strait they found 
The virgin stretch*d along: HO 

Two dreadful snakes had wrapt her round, 
Which her to death had stung. 

One round her legs, her thighs, her wast, 

Had twined his fatal wreath : 
The other close her neck embrac'd, 115 

And stopt her gentle breath. 

The snakes, being from her body thrust, 

Their beilies were so fill'd, 
That with ezcess of blood they burst, 

Thus with their prey were kiird. 120 

The wicked lady, at this sight, 

With horror strait ran mad; 
So raving dy'd, as was most right, 

'Cause she no pity had. 

Let me advise you, ladies all, 125 

Of jealousy beware: 
It causeth many a one to fall. 

And is the devil's snare. 



« 
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IX. 

18 BOng is by Dryden, being inserted in bis Tragi- 
ly of Love Triumphani, &c. On acconnt of the «ubject, 
serted here. 

What State of lifß can be so blest, 
As love tbat warms tbe gentle brest ; 
Two soiils in one: the same desire 
To grantthe bliss, and to require? 
K in this heaven a hell we find, 5 

Tis all from thee, 
Jealousie! 
Thou tyrant, tyrant of the mind. 

All other ills, though Sharp they prove, 
Serve to refine and perfect love : 10 

In absence, or unkind disdaine, 
Sweet hope relieves the lovers paine : 
But, oh, no eure but death we find 
To sett US free 

From jealousie, 15 

Thou tyrant, tyrant. of the mind. 

False in thy glass all objects are, 
Some sett too near, and some too far; 
Thou art the fire of endless night, 
The fire that burns, and gives no light. 20 

All torments of the damn'd we find 

In only thee, 

Jealousie ! 
Thou tjrrant, tyrant of the mind. 
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X. 

Ths ladies are indebted for the foUowing notable docu- 
ments to the Pepys coUection, where the original is pre- 
served in black-letter, and is entitled, '^A Looking-Glass foi 
Ladies, or a Mirrour for Married Women. Tnne, Queen 
Dido, or Troy town." 



When Greeks and Trojans feil at strife, 
And lords in armour bright were seen, 

When many a gallant lost his life 
About fair Hellen, beaüty*8 queen; 

Ulysses, general so free, 5 

Did leave his dear Penelope. 

When she this wofuU news did hear, 
That he would to the warrs of Troy; 

For grief she shed fcdl many a tear, 
At parting from her only joy : 10 

Her ladies all about her came, 

To comfort up this Grecian dame. 

Ulysses , with a heavy heart, 

Unto her then did mildly say, 
The time is come that we must part: 15 

My honour calls me hence away ; 
Yet in my absence, dearest, be 
My constant wife , Penelope 

Let me no longer live , she sayd, 

Then to my lord I true remain; 20 

My honour shall not be betray*d 

Until I see my love again; 
Por I will ever constant prove, 
As is the loyal turtle-dove. 
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Thus did they pari with heavy chear, 25 

And to tiie ships his way he took; 
Her tender eyes dropt many a tear; 

Still Casting many a longing look: 
She saw him on the surges glide, 
And unto Neptune thus she cry*d: 30 

Thou god, whose power is in the deep, 

And rulest in the ocean main, 
My loving lord in safety keep 

Till he retum to me again : 
That I his person may behold, 35 

To me more precious far than gold. 

Then straight the ships with nimble sails 

Were all convey*d out of her sight: 
Her cruel fate she then bewails, 

Since she had lost her hearts delight. 40 

Now shall my practice be, quoth she, 
True vertue and humility. 

My patience I will put in ure, 

My charity I will extend; 
Since for my woe there is no eure, 45 

The helpless now I will befriend: 
The widow and the fatherless 
I will relieve, when in distress. 

Thus she continued year by year 

In doing good to every one ; 50 

Her fame was noised every where, 

To young and old the same was known, 
That she no Company would mind, 
Who were to vanity inclin*d. 

Mean while Ulysses fought for fame, 55 * 

'Mongst Trojans hazarding his life: 
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Yonng gallantB, hearing of her name, 
Game flocking for to tempt bis wif e : 
FoT she was lovely, yoong, and fair, 
No ladj might with her compare, 60 

With costly gifts and jewels fine, 

They did endeavour her to win; 
With banquets and the choicest wine, 

For to sdlure her unto sin: 
Most persona were of high degree, 65 

Who coorted fair Penelope. 

With modesty and comely grace 

Their wanton suits she did denye : 
No tempting charms could e*er deface 

Her dearest hnsband's memorye ; 70 

Bat constant she would still remain, 
Hopeing to see him onee again. 

Her book her dayly comfort was, 

And that she often did peruse ; 
She seldom looked in her glass; 75 

Powder and paint she ne*er would use. 
I wish all ladies were as free 
From pride, as was Penelope. 

She in her needle took delight, 

And likewise in her spinning-wheel ; 80 

Her maids about her every night 

Did Ilse the distaff and the reel: 
The Spiders, that on rafters twine, 
Scarce spin a thread more soft and fine. 

Sometimes she would bewail the loss 85 

And absence of her dearest love: 
Sometimes she thought ihe seas to cross, 

Her fortune on the waves to prove. 
I fear my lord is slain , quoth she, 
He stays so from Penelope. 
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At length the ten years siege of Troy 

Did end; in flames the city bum'd; 
And to the Grecians was great joy, 

To see the towers to ashes tum'd: 
Then came Ulysses home to see 95 

His constant) dear, Penelope. 

blame her not if she was glad, 

When she her lord again had seen. 
Thrice- welcome home, my dear, she said, 

A long time absent thou hast been: 100 

The wars shall never more deprive 
Me of my lord whilst Tm alive. 

Fair ladies all, ezample take; 

And hence a worthy lesson leam. 
All youthful follies to forsake, 105 

And vice from virtue to discem : 
And let all women strive to be 
As constant as Penelope. 



XI. 

'SDo tncWSiy tm going to i^t TMm* 

Colonel Richard Lovelace: from the Tolume of his 
, «ntitled, Lucasta, Lond. 1649, 12mo. The elegance 
B writer's manner would be more admired if it had 
rhat more of simplicity. 



Tbll me not, sweet, I am unkinde, 

That from the nonnerie 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet minde, 
To warre and armes I flie. 
III. .17 
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True, a new mistresse now I cbase, 5 

The first foe in the field; 
And with a stronger faith imbrace 

A Bword, a horsci a sliield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such, 

Ab you too shail adore ; 10 

I could not love thee, deare, so much, 

Lov'd I not honour more. 



xn. 

Thb old story-book of Valentine and Orson (which sug- 
gested the plan of this tale, but it is not strictly followed in 
it) was originally a translation from the Frendi^ being one 
of their earliest attempts at romance. See '*Le J^blioth^que 
deBomans, &c/' 

The circumstance of the bridge of bells is taiken from fhe 
old metrical legend of Sir Bevis, and has also been copied in 
the Seven Champions. The original lines are, 
'* Over the dyke a bridge there lay, 
That man and beest might passe away: 
Under the biydge were sizty belles; 
Right as the Romans telles ; 
That there might no man passe in, 
But all they rang with a gyn." 

Sign. E. iv. 

In the Editor's folio MS. was an old poem on this subject, 
in a wretched corrapt state, unworthy the press: firom which 
were taken such particulars as could be adopted. 



PART THE FIRST. 

When Flora 'gins to decke the fields 
With colours fresh and fine, 

Then holy Clerkes their mattins sing 
To good Saint Valentine ! 
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The king of France Ihat moming fair 5 

He would a hunting ride: 
To Artois forest präncing forth 

In all his princelye pride. 

To grace his sports a courtlj train 

Of gallant peers attend; 10 

And with their loud ftnd cheerful cryes 

The hills and Valleys rend. 

Through the deep forest swift they pass, 

Through woods and thickets wild; 
When down within a lonely dell 15 

They found a new-bom child; 

All in a scarlet kercher lay'd 

Of silk so fine and thin: 
A golden mantle wrapt him round, 

Pinn*d with a silver pin. 20 

The sudden sight surpriz'd them all; 

The coortiers gather'd round; 
They look, they call, the mother seek; 

No mother could be found. 

At length the king himself drew near, 25 

And as he gazing Stands, 
The pretty habe look'd up and smil'd, 

And stretch'd his little hands. 

Now, by the rood, king Pepin says, 

This child is passing fair: 30 

I wot he is of gentle blood; 

Perhaps some prince's heir. 

Groe bear him home unto my court 

With all the care ye may : 
Let him be christen'd Valentine, 35 

In honour of this day : 

17* 
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And look me out some cunnmg nurse; 

Well nurtur'd let him bee; 
Nor ought be wanting tbat becomes 

A baim of high degree. 40 

They look*d him out a cunning nnne; 

And nurtur'd well was hee; 
Nor ought was wantmg that became 

A baim of high degree. 

Thus grewe the little Valentine, 45 

ßelov'd of king and peers ; 
And shew*d in all he spake or did 

A wit beyond his years. 

But Chief in gallant feates of arms 

He did himself advance, 50 

That ere he grewe to man's cstate 

He had no peere in France. 

And now the early downe began 

To shade his youthful chin; 
When Valentine was dubb'd a knight, 55 

That he might glory win. 

A boon, a boon, my gracious liege, 

I beg a boon of thee ! 
The first adventure that befalls, 

May be reserv'd for mee. 60 

The first adventure shall be tiiine; 

The king did smiling say. 
Nor many days, when lol there came 

Three palmers clad in graye. 

Help, gracious lord, they weeping say'd; 65 

And knelt, as it was meet: 
From Artoys forest we be come, 

With weak and wearye feet. 
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Within tbo86 deep and drearje woods 

There wends a sayage boy; 70 

Whose fierce and mortal rage dotb yield 

Thy subjects dire annoy. 

'Mong ruthless beares be sure was bred; 

He lurks witbin tbeir den : 
With beares be lives ; witb beares be feeds, 75 

And drinks tbe blood of men. 

To more tban savage strengtb be joins 

A more tban buman skill: 
For arms, ne cunning may suffioe 

His cruel rage to stiU: 80 

Up tben rose sir Valentine, 

And claim'd tbat arduQus deed. 
Go fortb and conquer, say'd tbe kii^, 

And great sbali be thy meed. 

Well mounted on a milk-wbite steed, 85 

His armour white as snow; 
As well beseem*d a virgin knigbt, 

Wbo ne'er bad fought a foe : 

To Artoys forest he repairs 

Witb all tbe baste be may; 90 

And soon he spies tbe savage youth 

A rending of bis prey. 

His unkempt bair all matted bung 

His shaggy Shoulders round: 
His eager eye all fiery glow*d: 95 

His face witb fory frown'd. 

Like eagles' talons grew his nails: 

His limbs were tbick and streng; 
And dreadful was tbe knotted oak 

He bare with bim along. 100 
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Soon as sir Valentine approach'd, 

He startB with sudden spring;, 
And yelling forth a hideous howl, 

He made the forests ring. 

As when a tyger fierce and feil 105 

Hath spyed a passing roe, 
And leaps at once upon his tliroat; 

So sprang the savage foe; 

So lightly leap'd with forious force 

The gentle knight to seize: HO 

But met his tall uplifted spear, 

Which sunk him on his knees. 

A second stroke so stiff and stem 

Had laid the savage low; 
But springing up , he rais'd his club, 115 

And aim*d a dreadful blow. 

The watchful warrior bent his head, 

And shnn'd tiie Coming stroke; 
Upon his taper spear it feil, 

And all to shivers broke. 120 

Then lighting nimbly from his steed, 

He drew his bumisht brand : 
The savage quick as lightning flew 

To wrest it from his hand. 

Three times he grasp'd the silver hilt; 125 

Three times he feit the blade ; 
Three times it feil with furious force ; 

Three ghastly wounds it made. 

Now with redoubled rage he roar'd; 

His eye-ball flash'd with fire ; 130 

£ach hairy limb with fury shook ; 

And all his heart was ire. 
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Then closing fast with furious gripe 

He clasp*d the ehampion round, 
And with a strong and sudden twist li% 

He laid him on the ground. 

But Boon the knight, with actiye spring, 

0'ertum*d his hairy foe : 
And now between their sturdy fists 

Past many a broising blow. 140 

They roli'd and grappled on the ground, 

And there they struggled long : 
Skilful and active was the knight; 

The savage he was strong. 

But brutal force and savage strength 145 

To art and skill must yield: 
Sir Valentine at length prevaird, 

And won the well-fought field. 

Then binding strait his conquer'd foe 

Fast with an iron chain, 150 

He tyes him to his horse's tail, 

And leads him o'er the piain. 

To court his hairy captive soon 

Sir Valentine doth bring; 
And kneeling downe upon his knee, 155 

Presents him to the king. 

With loss of blood and loss of strength 

The savage tamer grew; 
And to sir Valentine became 

A servant try*d and true. 160 

And 'cause with beares he erst was bred, 

Ursine they call his name ; 
A name which unto future times 

The Muses shall proclame. 
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PART THE SECOND. 

In high renown with prince and peere 

Now liy*d sir Valentine: 
His high renown with prince and peere 

Made enyious hearts repine. 

It chanc'd the king upon a day 5 

Prepar'd a somptnous feast: 
And there came lords, and dainty dames, 

And many a noble guest. 

Amid their cups, that freely flow'd, 
Their revelry, and mirth, 10 

A youthfül knight tax'd Valentine 
Of base and doubtfül birth. 

The foul reproach, so grossly urg*d, 

His generous heart did wound: 
And strait he vow'd he ne*er would rest 15 

Till he his parents found. 

Then bidding king and peers adieu, 

Early one summer's day, 
With faithful Ursine by his side, 

From court he took his way. 20 

O'er hill and Valley, moss and moor, 

For many a day they pass ; 
At length, upon a moated lake, 

They found a bridge of brass. 

ßeyond it rose a Castle fair, 25 

Y-built of marble stone : 
The battlements were gilt with gold, 

And glittred in the sun. 

Yer. 23, i. e. a lake that served for a moat to a Castle. 
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Beneath the bridge, with stränge device, 
A httndred bells were bung ; 30 

Tbat man, nor beast, might pass thereon, 
But stralt their larom rang. / 

This quickly found tbe youthfA pair, 

Wbo boldly crossmg o'er, 
The jangiing sound bedeaft their ears, 35 

And rung from shore to shore. 

Quick at the sound the Castle gates 

Unlock*d and opened wide, 
And strait a gyant huge and grim 

Stalk'd forth with stately pride. 40 

Now yield you, caytifis, to my will; 

He cried with hideous roar; 
Or eise the wolves shall eat your flesh, 

And ravens drink your göre. 

Vain boaster, said the youthful knight, 45 

I scom thy threats and thee : 
I trust to force thy brazen gates, 

And set thy captives free. 

Then putting spurs unto his steed, 

He aim*d a dreadM thrust; 50 

The spear against the gyant glanc*d. 

And caus*d the blood to burst 

Mad and outrageous with the pain, 

He whirrd his mace of steel : 
The very wind of such a blow 55 

Had made the champion reel. 

It haply mist; and now the knight 

His glittering sword display'd. 
And riding round with whlrlwind speed 

Oft made him feel the blade. 60 
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As when a large and monstrous oak 

Unceasing axes hew : 
So fast aronnd the gyant's limbs 

The blowB quick-darting flew. 

As when the boughs with hideoos fall 
Some hapless woodman crush : 

With such a force the enormous foe 
Did on the Champion rosh. 

A fearfol blow, alas! there came, 
Both horse and knight it took, 

And laid them senseless in the dust; 
So fatal was the stroke. 

Then smiling forth a hideoos grin, 
The gyant strides in haste, 

And, stooping, aims a second stroke: 
"Now cay&breathe thy last!" 

ßut ere it feil, two thondering blows 

Upon bis scull descend : 
From Ursine's knotty club they came, 

Who ran to saye Us fiiend. 

Down siink the gyant gaping wide, 

And rolling bis grim eyes : 
The hairy youth repeats bis blows: 

He gasps, he groans, he dies. 

Quickly sir Valentine reviv*d 

With Ursine's timely care: 
And now to search the Castle walls 

The venturous youths repair. 

The blood and bones of mnrder'd knights 
They foond where*er they came: 

At length within a lonely cell 
They saw a monmfol dame. 



VALENTIHE AND URSIKE. 267 

Her gentle eyes were dim'd with tears; 

Her cheeks were pale with woe : 
And long sir Valentine besought 95 

Her dolefül tale to know. 

^'Alas! young knight," ehe weeping said, 

"Condole my wretched fate; 
A childless mother here you see ; 

A wife without a mate 100 

"These twenty winters here forlom 

IVe drawn my hated breath; 
Sole witness of a monster's crimes, 

And wishing aye for death. 

"Know, I am sister of a king, ' 105 

And in my early years 
Was married to a mighty prince, 

The fairest of his peers. 

"With him I sweetly liv*d in love 

A twelvemonth and a day: 110 

When, lo! a foul and treächerous priest 

Y-wrought our loves* decay. 

"His seeming goodness wan him powV; 

He had his master*s ear: 
And long to me and all the world 115 

He did a saint appear. 

"One day, when we were all alone, 

He proffer*d odious love: 
The wretch with horrour I repuls*d, 

And from my presence drove. 120 

"He feign'd remorse, and piteous beg'd 

His crime I'd not reveal: 
Which, for his seeming penitence 

I promis^d to conceal. 
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<' Wilii treason, villainy, and wrong, 125 

My goodness he repay'd: 
With jealous donbts he fill'd my lord, 

And me to woe betray*d. 

"He hid a slaye within my bed, 

Then rais'd a bitter cry. 130 

My lord, possest with rage, condemn*d 

Me, all unheard, to dye. 

"Bat, 'cause I then was great with child, 

At length my life he spar'd : 
But bade me instant quit the realme, 135 

One trusty knight my guard. 

"Forth on my joumey I depart, 

Opprest with grief and woe ; 
And tow'rds my brother's distant oourt, ' 

With breaking heart, I goe. 140 

"Long time thro' sundry foreign lands 

We slowly pace along: 
At length , within a forest wild, 

I feil in labour strong : 

"And while the knight for succonr sought, 145 

And left me .there forlom, 
My childbed pains so fast increast. 

Two lovely boys were bom. 

"The eldest fair, and smooth, as snow 
That tips the mountain hoar: 150 

The younger*8 little body rough 
With hairs was cover'd o*er. 

"But here afresh begin my woes: 

While tender care I took 
To shield my eldest from the cold, 155 

And wrap him in my cloakj 
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'^A prowling bear burst from the wood, 

Aiid seiz'd mj yomiger son: 
Affection lent my weakness wings, 

And after them I riin. 160 

^'But all forewearied, weak and spent, 

I qoickly swoon'd away; 
And there beneath the greenwood shade 

Long time I lifeless lay. 

"At length the knight brought me relief, 165 

And rais'd me from the ground: 
Bnt neither of my pretty babes 

Could ever more be found. 

"And, while in search we wander'd far, 
We met that gyant grim ; 170 

Who luthless slew my trusly knight, 
And bare me off with him. 

"But charm*d by heav'n, or eise my griefs, 

He offer'd me no wrong; 
Save that within these lonely walls 175 

IVe been immur'd so long." 

Now, Burely, said the youthful knight, 

You are lady Bellisance, 
Wife to the Grecian emperor: 

Your brother*8 king of France. 180 

For in your royal brother's court 

Myself my breeding had; 
Where oft the story of your woes 

Hath made my bosom sad. 

If 80 , know your accuser*» dead, 185 

And dying own'd bis crime; 
And long your lord hath sought you out 

Thro' every foreign clime. 
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Then clasping both her new>found sons 

She bath'd their cheeks with tears ; 
And soon towards her brother's court 

Her joyfol coorse she steers. 

What pen can paint king Pepin*B joy, 225 

His sister thus restor^d ! 
And soon a messenger was sent 

To chear her drooping lord: 

Who came in haste with all his peers, 

To fetch her home to Greece ; 230 

Where many happy years they reign*d 

In perfect love and peace. 

To them sir Ursine did succeed, 

And long the scepter bare. 
Sir Valentine he stay*d in France, 235 

And was his imcle*8 heir. 

*** 



xm. 
%^t Dragon of Wim&tt* 

This humorous song (as a former Editor ^ has well ob- 
*ved) is to old metrical romances and ballads of chivalry, 
tat Don Qfnxote is to prose narratives of that kind, — a 
ely Satire on their extravagant fictions. Bat although the 
ire is thus general, the subjeet of this ballad is local and 
culiar; so that many of the finest strokes of humour are 
t for want of our knowing the minute circumstances to 
ich they allude. Many of them cui hardly now be re- 
rered, although we have been fortonate enough to leam 
) general subjeet to which the satire referred, and shall 
tail the Information with which we have been favoured in 
leparate memoir at the end of the poem 

1 CoUoction of Historical Balläds , in 8 vols. 1727. 
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With a sting in bis tayl , as long as a flayl, 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He bad long claws, and in.bis jaws 

Four and forty teetb of iron; 
With a hide as tough as any buff, 15 

Which did him round environ. 

Have you not heard how the Trojan horse 

Held seventy men in bis belly? 
This dragon was not quite so big, 
But very near, TU teil ye. 20 

Devoured he poor children three, 

That could not with him grapple ; 
And at one sup he eat them up, 
As one would eat an apple. 

All sorts of cattle this dragon did eat, 25 

Some say he ate up trees. 
And that the forests sure he would 
Devour up by degrees : 
For houses and churches were to him geese and turkies ; 

He ate all, and left none behind, 30 

But some stones, dear Jack, that he could not crack, 
Which on the hüls you will find. 

In Yorkshire , near fair Rotherham, 

The place I know it well; 
Some two or three miles, or thereabouts, 35 

I vow I cannot teil; 
But there is a hedge, just on the hill edge, 

And Matthew's house hard by it; 
there and then was this dragon*s den, 
You could not chuse but spy it. 40 

Some say, this dragon was a witch; 
Some say he was a devil, 

Yer. 29, were to him gorse and birches. Other copies. 
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For &om bis nose a smoke arose, 
And witb it burning snivel; 
I/Hiich he cast off, when he did cough, 45 

In a well that he did stand by; 
I^Vhich made it look, just like a brook 

Bunning with burning brandy. 

Hard by a furious knight there dwelt, 

Of whom all towns did ring, 50 

For he could wrestle, play at quarter-staff, kick, cuff 
and huff. 
Call son of a whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the tail and the main, with bis hands twain 

He Bwung a horse tili he was dead; 
Äüd that which is stranger, he for very anger 55 

Eat him all up but hie head. 

These children, as I told, being eat; 

Men, women, girls, and boys, 
Sighing and sobbing, came to his lodging, 
And made a hideous noise : 60 

save US all, More of More-hall, 

Thou peerless knight of these woods ; 
Do but slay this dragon , who won*t leave us a rag on, 
We*ll give thee all our goods. 

Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want: 65 

But I want, I want, in sooth, 
A fair maid of sixteen, that's brisk, and keen, 
With smiles about the mouth ; 
Hair black äff sloe, skin white as snow, 

With blushes her cheeks adoming; 70 

To anoynt me o'er night, ere I go to fight, 
And to dress me in the moming. 

This being done, he did engage 
To hew the dragon down 5 

18* 
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In handling his subject, the author has brought in most 
of the common incidents wbich occur in romance. The de- 
scription of the dragon^ — his outrages — the peopleflying 
to tibe knight for succonr — his care in choosing his armoor— 
his being drest for fight by a young damsel — and most of 
the circumstances of the battle and victory (allowing for the 
burlesque tum given to them), are what occor in every book 
of chivaby, whether in prose or verse. 

If any one piece more than another is more particularly 
levelled at, it seems to be the old rhyming legend of Sir 
Bevis. There a dragon is attacked from a well in a maimer 
not very remote from this of the bailad: 
''There waa a well , so have I wyzine, 
And Bevifl stiuuble4 ryght therein. 
> .* * « « 

Than was he glad without fayle, 

And rested a whyle for his avayle; 

And dranke of that water his fyll ; 

And than he lepte out, with good wyll, 

And with Morglay his brande 

He assayled the dragon, I understande: 

On the dragon he smote so faste, 

Where that he hit the scales braste : 

The dragon then faynted sore, 

And cast a galon and more 

Out of his monthe of venim streng, 

And on sir Bevis he it fiong; 

It was venymous y-wis." 

This seems to be meant by the Dragon of Wantley's stink, 
ver. 110. As the politic knight's creeping out^ and attacking 
the dragon, &c., seems evidenüy to allude to the fbllowing: 

"Bevis blessed himselfe, and forth yode, 
And lepte ont with haste fall good ; 
And Bevis nnto the dragon gone is ; 
And the dragon also to Bevis. 
Longe and harde was that fyght 
Betwene the dragon and that knyght: 
Bat ever whan syr Bevis was hart sore. 
He went to the well , and washed him there; 
He was as hole as any man, 
Ever freshe as whan he began. 

3 See above, pp. 118 and 210. 
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The dragon sawe it might not avayle 

Besyde the well to hold batayle ; 

He thooght he would, wyth some wyle, 

Out of that place Bevis begyle ; 

He woulde have fiowen then awaye, 

Bat Bevis lepte after with good Morglaye, 

And hyt him under the wynge, 

As he was in his flyenge/* &c. 

Sign. M. j V.L. j.&c. 

After all, perhaps the writer of this ballad was acquainted 
rith the above incidents only through the medium of Spenser, 
rho has assumed most of them in his Faerie Queen. At least 
ome particulars in the description of the dragon, &c. seem 
vidently borrowed from the latter. See book i. canto ii. 
rhere the dragon's "two wynges like sayls — huge long tayl 
-with stings — his cruel rending clawes — and yron teeth — 
lis breath of smothering smoke and sulphur" — and the dura- 
len of the fight for upwards of two days , bear a great re- 
emblance to passages in the following Isallad; though it 
lust be confessed that these particulars are common to all 
Id writers of romance. 

Although this ballad must have been written early in the 
Bist Century, we have met with none but such as were com- 
»aratively modern copies. It is here printed from one in 
toman letter, in the Pepys collection, collated with such 
thers as could be procured. 



Old stories teil, how Hercules 

A dragon slew at Lema, 
With seven heads, and fourteen eyes, 
To see and well disceme-a: 
But he had a club, this dragon to drub, 5 

Or he had ne'er done it, I Warrant ye: 
But More of More-Hall, with nothing at all, 
He slew the dragon of Wantley. 

This dragon had two furious wings, 
Each one upon each Shoulder; 10 

Perey. UI, 18 
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With a sting in his tayl, as long as a flayl, 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long claws, and in-his jaws 

Four and forty teeth of iron; 
With a hide as tough as any buff, 15 

Which did him round environ. 

Have you not heard how the Trojan horse 

Held seventy men in his belly? 
This dragon was not quite so big, 
But very near, I'U teil ye. 20 

Devoured he poor children three, 

That could not with him grapple; 
And at one sup he eat them up, 
As one would eat an apple. 

All sorts of cattle this dragon did eat, 25 

Some say he ate up trees, 
And that the forests sure he would 
Devour up by degrees: 
For houses and churches were to him geese and turkies; 

He ate all, and left none behind, 30 

But some stones, dear Jack, that he could not crack, 
Which on the hüls yoü will find. 

In Yorkshire , near fair Rotherham, 

The place I know it well; 
Some two or three miles, or thereabouts, 35 

I vowl cannottell; 
But there is a hedge, just on the hill edge. 

And Matthew*s house hard by it; 
there and then was this dragon*s den, 
You could not chuse but spy it. 40 

Some say, this dragon was a witch; 
Some say he was a devil, 

Ver. 29, were to him gorse and birches. Other copies. 
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For &om his nose a smoke arose, 
And with it burning snivel; 
Which he oast off, when he did cough, 45 

In a well that he did stand bj; 
Which made it look, just like a brook 

Bunning with buming brandy. 

Hard by a furious knight there dwelt, 

Of whom all towns did ring, 50 

For he could wresüe, play at quarter-staff, kick, cuff 
and huff. 
Call son of a whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the tail and the main , with his hands twain 

He swung a horse tili he was dead; 
And that which is stranger, he for very anger 55 

Eat him all up but hie head. 

These children, asitold, being eat; 

Men, women, girls, and boys, 
Sighing and sobbing, came to his lodging, 
And made a hideous noise: 60 

O save US all, More of More-hall, 

Thou peerless knight of these woods ; 
Do but slay this dragon, who won*t leave us a rag on, 
We'll give thee all our goods. 

Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want: 65 

But I want, I want, in sooth, 
A fair maid of sizteen, that's brisk, and keen, 
With smiles about the mouth; 
Hair black acr sloe, skin Tdiite as snow, 

With blushes her cheeks adoming; 70 

To anoynt me o*er night, ere I go to fight, 
And to dress me in the moming. 

This being done, he did engage 
To hew the dragon down 5 

18* 
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But first he went, new armour to 75 

Bespeak at Sheffield town; 
With Spikes all about, not within bat withont, 

Of steel so Sharp and strong; 
Both behind and before, arms, legs, and all o'er, 

Some five or six inches long. 80 

Had you but seen him in this dress, 
How fierce he look*d and how big, 
You would have thought him for to be 
Some Egyptian porcupig : 
He frighted all, cats, dogs, and all, 85 

Each cow, each horse, and each hog: 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 
Some Strange outlandish hedge-hog. 

To see this fight, all people then 

Got up on trees and houses, 90 

On churches some , and chimneys too ; 
But these put on their trowses, 
Kot to spoil their hose. As soon as he rose, 

To make him strong and mighty, 
He drank by the tale, six pots of ale, 95 

And a quart of aqua-vitas. 

It is not strength that always wins, 

For wit doth strength excell; 
Which made our cunning champion 
Creep down into a well; 100 

Where he did think, this dragon would drink; 

And so he did in Ixuth; 
And as he stoop'd low, he rose up and cry'd, boh! 
And hit him in the mouth. 

Oh, quoth the dragon, pox take thee, come out, 105 

Thou disturb'st me in my drink ; 
And then he tum'd, and s . . . at him; 

Good lack how he did stink; 
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Beshrew thy soul, thy body*s foul, 

Thy düng smells not like baisam; 110 

Thou son of a whore , thou stinkest so sore, 

Sure thy diet is unwholesome. 

Our politick knight, on the other side, 

Crept out upon the brink, 
And gave the dragon such a douse, 115 

He knew not what to think: 
By cock, quoth he, say you so, do you see? 

And then at him he let fly 
With band and with foot, and so they went to*t; 
And the word it was, Hey boys, hey! 120 

Your words, quoth the dragon, I don*t understand; 

Then to it they feil at all, 
Like two wild boars so fierce , if I may 
Compare great things with small. 
Two days and a night, with this dragon did fight 125 

Our Champion on the ground; 
Tho* their strength it was great, their skill it was neat, 
They never had one wound. 

At length the hard earth began to quake, 

The dragon gave him a knock, IdO 

Which made him to reel, and straitway he thought, 
To lift him as high as a rock, 
And thence let him fall. But More of More-hall, 

Like a valiant son of Mars, 
As he came like a lout, so he tnm*d him about, 135 

And fait him a kick on the a . . . 

Oh, quoth the dragon, with a deep sigh, 

And tum*d siz times together, 
Sobbing and tearing, cursing and swearing 

Out of his throat of leather ; 
More of More-hall ! thou rasckl ! 140 

Would I had seen thee never; 
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inYorkaliire; wlio, in the möst öbüging mäünerj gave füll 
permiBsion to Bubjoin it to tte poem. 

Wamcliffe Lodge , and Waracliffe Wood (vulgarlj pro- 
nounced Wantley), are in thepariHh of PeDniston, in York- 
fihire. The rectory of Penniston was part of the disaolved 
monastery of St. Stephen*8, Weatminster; and wab granted 
to the Duke of Norfolk^B family^ who therewith endowed an 
hospital y which he built at Sheffield , for dornen. The trua- 
tees let Um inipropriation of the great tithea of Penniston to 
the Wortley family, who got a great deal by it, and wanted 
to get still möre : for Mr. Nicholas Wortley attempted to take 
the tithes in kindj hntMr. Francis Boaville oppo&ed bim, and 
therc was a deeree in favoux of the modus in 37th Eliz. Tho 
Ticarage of Penniston did not go along with the rectory, but 
-with the copyhold rente ^ and waa part of a large pnrchase 
made by Ralph Boeviile, Eaq., from Quaen Elizabeth, in the 
aeeond year of her rcign : and that part he sold in 12th Eliz. 
to hifl eider brotber Grodfrey, the father of Francis j who left 
it, with the Test of bis oatate, to hh wife for her life, and 
then to Ralph tliird aon of bis uncle ßalph, The widow 
married Lyonel Kowlcstone, lived eighteen yeara, and snr- 
vived Ralph. 

Thia premised, the ball ad apparently relates to the law- 
ßult caiTied on coneerning thia claim of tithes made by the 
Wortley family, *^Hoiiaes and churchea were to him gecBe 
and ttirkeya;'' which are tithcahle things, the dragon choBe 
to live on. Sir Francis Wortley, the son of Nicholas , at- 
tempted again to take the tithes in fcind : bnt the pariah ioners 
ßubscribed an agreement to defend their modus. And at the 
head of the agreement was Lyonel Eo wiestone , who ia eup- 
posed to be one of "the stones, dear Jack, which the dragon 
could not crack," The agreement is still preserved in a large 
»he et of parchment, dated Ist of James I., and is füll of 
names and seals, which might be meant by the eoat öf 
armonr "with Spikes all about, both within and without." 
More of More-hall was eJther the attomey, or counaeUor, 
who condacted the snit He ia not diatinctly remembered, 



II 
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lesqae of their style ; particulaxly of the rambling transitions 
and -vrild accumtüation of onconnected parts, so frequent in 
rnaüj of them. 

This ballad is giren from an old black-letter copy in the 
Pepys collectiön, "imprinted at London, 1612.*' It is more 
ancient than many of the preceding; bat we place it here 
for tiie sake of connecting it with the Second Pabt. 



Wht doe you boast of Arthur and his knightes, 
Knowing ^well* how many men have endured fightes? 
For besides king Arthur, and Laneeiot du lake, 
Or sir Tristram de Lionel, that fought for ladies sake; 
Read in old histories, and there you shall see 
How St. George, St. George the dragon made to flee. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi sott qui mal y pense, 

Mark our father Abraham, when first he resckued Lot 
Onely with his hoosehold, what conquest there he got: 
David was elected a prophet and a king, 
He slew the great GolisJi, with a stone within a sling: 
Yet these were not knightes of the table round; 
Nor St. George, St. Gkorge, whö the dragon did confound. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi sott qm mal y pense. 

Jephthah and Gideon did lead their men to fight, 
They conquered the Amorites, and put them all to flight: 
Hercules his labours 'were* on the plaines of Basse; 
And Sampson slew a thousand with the jawbone of an asße, 
And eke he threw a temple downe, and did a mighty spoyle : 
But St. George, St. George he did the dragon foyle. 
St George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi sott qui mal y pense. 

The warres of ancient monarchs it were too long to teil, 
And likewise of the Bomans, how farre they did excell; 
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Bevis conquered Ascapart, and after slew the boare, 
And then he crost beyond the seas to combat with the 

moore : 
Sir Isenbras and Eglamore, they were knightes mostbold; 
And good Sir John Mandeville of travel much hath told: 
There were many EngKsh knights thatPagans did convert: 
But St. George, St. George pluckt out the dragon^s heart. 
it. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing , Hont sott qui mal y pense, 

The noble earl of Warwick, that was call'd sir Guy, 
The infidels and pagans stoutlie did defie ; 
He slew the giant Brandimore , and after was the death 
Of that most ghastly dun cowe, the divell of Dunsmore 

heath ; 
Besides his noble deeds all done beyond the seas : 
But St. George, St. George the dragon did appease. 
lt. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Hont sott qui mal y pense. 

Bichard Coeur-de-lion, erst king of this land, 
He the lion gored with his naked band 2.* 
The false duke of Austria nothing did he feare ; 
But his son he killed with a boxe on the eare; 
Besides his famous actes done in the holy lande: 
But St. George, St. George the dragon did withstande. 
it. George he was for England ; St. Dennis was for France ; 
Sing , Honi sott qui mal y pense. 

Henry the fifth he conquered all France, 

And quartered their arms , his honour to advance : 

He their cities razed, and threw their Castles downe. 

And his head he honoured with a double crowne: 

He thumped the French-men, and after home he came: 

But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tarne. 

> Alluding to the fabuloos exploits attributed to this king in the old Ro- 
lances. See the Dissertation prefixed to this yolume. 
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.ds, was addressed in the foUowing whimsical macaronic 
i, which, in such a collection as this, may not improperly 
mpany the poem itself. 

aOPOSTUIiATIUKCULA , Sive QUBSIMOnUNOTTIiA adAHTOWIUM [Athbr- 

ob Poema JoHARKXfl Gbubb, Viri tov natv ingeniosissimi in lucem 
un editi. 

Toxn I Tune sinea divina poemata Qrubbi 

Intomb^d in «ecret thus still to remain any longer, 

Tovvofxa aov shall last, S rqvßßa dtUfintQtq ati 

Qrubbe tnom nomen vivet dnm nobilis ale-a 

Eificitheroas, dignamque heroe puellam. 

Est genua heroum , quos nobilis efficit ale>a 

Qni pro niperkin clamant , quatemque liqaoris 

Quem vocitant Homines Brandy, Superi Cherry-brandy. 

Sspe Uli long-cut, vel small'Cat flare Tobacco 

Sunt soliti pipos. Ast si generosior berba 

(Per yarios casus , per tot discrimina rerum) 

Mundungus desit , tum non f nncare recnsant 

Brown-paper tostft, vel qnod flt arundine bed-mat. 

Hie labor, hoc opus est heroum ascendere sedes ! 

Ast ego quo rapiar? quo me feret entheus ardor, 

Grubbe, tuimemorem? Divinum expande poema. 

QuflB mora? quse ratio est, quin Grubbi protinus ansor 

Vii^^i, Flaccique simul canat inter olores? 
Lt length the importunity of his friends prevailed, and 
Glrubb's song was published at Oxford, under the follow- 

title: 

Thb British Hkrobs, 

A New Poem in honour of St. George 

By Mr. John Gbubb 

School-master of Chriat-Chnrch 

OxoJET. 1688. 

FawU Unguis: carmina non prius 

Audita, musarum sacerdos 

Canio. Hob. 

Sold by Henry Clements. Oxon. 



The story of king Arthur old 

Is very memorable, 
The number of his valiant knights, 

And roundness of his table: 
The knights around his table in 

A circle säte, d*ye see: 
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And altogether made up one 

Large hoop of chivaby. 
He had a sword, both broad and sharp^ 

Y-cleped Calibum, 10 

Would cut a flint more eamly 

Than pen-knife cuts a com; 
As case-knife does a capon carre, 

So would it carve a rock, 
And split a man at single slash, 15 

From noddle down to nock. 
As Boman Augur's steel of yore 

Dissected Tarquin's riddle, 
So this would cut both conjurer 

And whetstone thro' the middle. 20 

He was the cream of Brecknock, 

And flower of all the Welsh: 
£ut George he did the dragon feil, 

And gave him a plaguy squelsh. 
St. Greorge he was for England ; St Dennis was for France ; 25 
Sing, Honi soü qui mal y pense. 

Pendragon, like his father Jove, 

Was fed with milk of goat ; 
And like him made a noble shield 

Of she-goat's shaggy coat: 30 

On top of bumisht helmet he 

Did wear a crest of leeks 
And onions* heads, whose dreadful nod 

Drew tears down hostile cheeks. 
Itch and Welsh blood did make him hot, 35 

And very prone to ire; 
H* was ting*d with brimstone, like a match, 

And would as soon take fire. 
As brimstone he took inwardly 

When scurf gave him occasion, 40 

His postem pufE of wind was a 

SulphureouB exhalation. 
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The Briton never tergivers^d, 

Bat was for adverse drubbing, 
And never tum'd bis back to a,ugbt, 45 

But to a post for scrubbing. 
His Bword would serve for battle, or 

For dinner, if you please; 
When it had slain a Chesbire man, 

'Twonld toast a Chesbire cheese. 50 

He woonded, and, in their own blood, 

Did anabaptize Pagans: 
But George he made the dragon an 

Ezample to all dragons. 
t. George he was for England ; St. Dennis was for France ; 55 
Sing , Hont soit qui med y pense. 

Brave Warwick Guy, at dinner time, 

Challeng*d a gyaifit savage; 
And streight came out the unwieldy lout 

Brim-fiül of wrath and cabbage : 60 

He had a phiz of latitude, 
* And was füll thicki'th*middle; 
The cheeks of puiFed Trumpeter, 

And paunch of squire Beadle ^. 
But the knight fell*d him like an oak, 65 

And did upon his back tread; 
The valiant knight his weazon cut. 

And Atropos his packthread. 
Besides he fought with a dun cow, - 

As say the poets witty, 70 

A dreadful dun , and homed too, 

Like dun of Oxford city: 
The fervent dog-days made her mad, 

By causing heat of weather, 
Syrius and Procyon baited her, 75 

As bull-dogs did her father: 

s Men of bulk anawerable to their places, as Ib well known at Oxford. 
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Grasiers, nor butchers this feil beast, 

E'er of her frolick hindred ; 
John BoBset^ she*d knock down as flat, 

As John knocks down her kindred : 80 

Her heels would lay je all along, 

And kick into a swoon ; 
Prewin's* cow-heels keep up your corpse, 

But hers would beat you down. 
She yanquisht many a stordy wight, 85 

And proud was of the honour; 
Was puflFt by maoling bntcbcrs so, ^ 

As if themselves had blown her. 
At once she kickt, and pnsht at Gay, 

Bat all that woald not fright him ; 90 

Who wav*d his winyard o*er sir-loyn, 

As if he'd gone to knight him. 
He let her blood , frenzy to eure, 

And eke he did her gall rip ; 
His trenchant blade, like cook's long spit, 95 

Ban thro* the monster's bald-rib : 
He rear'd up the vast crooked rib, 

Instead of arch triumphal: 
But George hit th* dragon such a pelt, 

As made him on his bum fall. 100 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing , Hont sott qm mal y pense. 

Tamerlain , with Tartarian bow, 

The Turkish squadrons slew; 
And fetch'd the pagan crescent down, 105 

With half-moon made of yew : 
Bus trusty bow proud Turks did gall 

With showers of arrows thick, 
And bow-strings, without strangling, sent 

Grand- Visiers to old Nick: 110 

3 A butcher that then served the College. 

* A Cook, who on fast-nlghts was famoos for selling cow-heel and trlpo. 
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Much turbants, and mach Pagan pates 

He made to humble in dust; 
And heads of Saracens he fixt 

On spear, as on a sign-post: 
He coop*d in cage Bajazet the prop 115 

Of Mahomet*s i^eligion, 
Ab if t had been the whispering bird, 

That prompted him, the pigeon. 
In Turkey-leather scabbard, he 

Did sheath bis blade so trenöhant: 120 

But George he swing*d the dragon's tail, 

And cut off every inch on't. 
. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi soä qui mal y pense. 

The amazon Thalestris was 125 

Both beautiful and bold; 
She 8ear*d her breasts with iron bot, 

And bang*d her foes with cold. 
Her band was like the tool, wherewith 

Jove keeps proud mortals nnder: 130 

It shone just like bis lightning, 

And batter'd like bis thunder. 
Her eye darts lightning, that would blast 

The proudest he that swagger'd, 
And melt the rapier of bis soul, 135 

In its corporeal scabbard. 
Her beauty, and her drum, to foes 

Did cause amazement double; 
As timorous larks amazed are 

With light, and with a low-bell: 140 

With beauty, and that Lapland-charm^, 

Poor men she did bewitch all ; 
Still a blind whining lover had, ' 

As Pallas had her scrich-owl. 

B The drum. 
Percy. 111. 19 
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She kept the chastness of a nun 145 

In armour, as in cloyster: 
But George undid the dragon just 
As you'd undo an oister. 
St. Greorge he was for England ; St Dennis was for France; 
Sing , Hont sott qui mal y pense, 1 50 

Stout Hercules was oflfepring of 

Great Jove and fair Alcmene : • 
One part of him celestial was, 

One part of him terrene. 
To Scale the hero's cradle walls 155 

Two fiery snakes cotnbin'd, 
And, Curling into a swaddling cloaths, 

About the infant twin'd : 
But he put out these dragons' fires. 

And did their hissing stop ; 160 

As red-hot iron with hissing noise 

Is quencht in blacksmith's shop. 
He cleans*d a stable, and rubb*d down 

The horses of new-comers ; 
And out of horse-dung he rais'd fame, 165 

As Tom Wrenchß does cucumbers. 
He made a river help him through; 

Alpheus was under-groom ; 
The stream , disgust at office mean, 

Ran murmuring thro' the room : 170 

This liquid ostler to prevent 

Being tired with that long work, 
His fat£er Neptune's trident took, 

Instead of three-tooth'd dung-fork. 
This Hercules, as soldier, and 175 

As spinster, could take pains; 
His club would sometimes spin ye flax. 

And sometimes knock out brains : 

8 Who kept Paradise gardens at Oxford. 
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H* was forc*d to spin Kis miss a shiffc 

By Juno's wrath and h^r-spite ; 180 

Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel, 

As Cook whips barking tum-spit. 
From man, or chum, he well knew how 

To get him lasting fame: 
He*d pound a giant, tili the blood, 185 

And milk tiU butter came. 
Often he fought with huge battoou, 

And oftentimes he boxed; 
Tapt a fresh monster once a month, 

As Hervey7 doth fresh hogshead. 190 

He gave Anteus such a hug, 

As wrestlers give in Cömwall: 
Bat George he did the Aragon kill, 

As dead as any door-nail. 
lt. George he was for England ; St. Dennis was for France ; 195 
Sing, Honi soit qui med y pense, 

The Gemini, spnmg from an egg, 

Were put into a cradle : 
Their brains with knocks and bottled-ale, 

Were often-times ftdl addle: 200 

And, scarcely hatch*d, these sons of him, 

That hurls the holt trisulcate, 
With helmet-shell on tender head, 

Did tustle with red-ey'd pole-cat. 
Castor a horseman, Pollux tho* 205 

A boxer was, I wist: 
The one was fam*d for iron heel; 

Th* other for leaden fist. 
Pollux to shew he was a god, 

When he was in a passion 210 

With fist made noses fall down flat 

By way of adoraüon : 

' A noted drawer at tho Merinaid Tavern In Oxford. 

19* 
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This fist, as stire as French disease, 

Demolish*«! noses* ridges : 
He like a certain lord« was fam'd 215 

For breaking down of bridges. 
Castor the flame of fiery steed, 

With well-sporr'd boots took down; 
As men, with leathem buckets, quench 

A fire in country town. 220 

His famous horse, that liy*d on oats, 

Is sang on oaten quill; 
By bards' immortal provender 

The nag surviveth still. 
This shelly brood on none bat knaves 225 

Employ*d their brisk artiUery: 
And flew as natarally at rogoes, 

As eggs at thief m pillory *. 
Mach sweat they spent in forioos fight, 

Mach blood they did effond : 230 

Their whites they vented thro' the pores; 

Their yolks thro' gaping woand: 
Then both were cleans*d &om blood and dast 

To make a heayenly sign; 
The lads were, like their armoar, scowr'd, 235 

And then hang ap to shine ; 
Such were the heayenly double-Dicks, 

The sons of Jove and Tyndar: 
But George he cut the dragon up, 

As he had bin duck or windar. 240 

St George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Hont sott qui mal y pense. 

" Lord Lovelace broke down the bridges abont Oxford, «t the begiiming 
of the BoYolntion. See on thia sabject a balUd in Smith'« Poema, p. lOS. 
Lond. 1718. 

* It haa been snggested by an ingeniona eorreapondenft, that thia was« 
pojnüar sabject at that time : 

Kot carted Bawd, or Dan de Foe, 
In wooden Baff ere blaaterM ao. 

Smith'a Poems, p. U7. 
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Gorgou a twisted adder wore 

For knot upon her Shoulder : 
She kemb'd her hissing periwig, 245 

And Curling snakes did powder. 
These snakes they made stiff changelings 

Of all the folks they hist on ; 
They tumed barbers into hones, 

And masons into free-stone: 250 

Sworded magnetic Amazon 

Her shield to load-stone changes; 
Then amorous sword by magic belt 

Glung fast unto her haunches. 
This shield long yillage did protect, 255 

And kept the army from-town, 
And chang*d the buUies into rocks, 

That came t' invade Long-Compton i^. 
She post-diluvian stores unmans, 

AndPyrrha's work unravels; 260 

And Stares Deucalion*s hardy boys 

Into their primitive pebbles. 
Bed noses she to rubies turns. 

And noddles into bricks: 
But George made dragon lazative; 265 

And gave him a bloody flix. 
t. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing, Honi soit qtä med y pense. 

By boar-spear Meleager got 

An everlasting name, 270 

And out of haunch of basted swine, 

He hew'd etemal fame. 
This beast each hero*s trouzers ript, 

And rudely shew'd his bare-breech, 
Prickt bat the wem, and out there came 275 

Heroic guts and garbadge. 

> See tho accoont of Rolricht Stooes, in Dr. PloU*8 Hist. of Ozfordshire. 
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Her*8 had the metal , bis the speed 

Of Brabum's i silver arrow. 
Thetis to double pedagogue 315 

Commits ber dearest boy; 
Wbo bred bim from a elender twig 

To be the scourge of Troy : 
Bat ere he lasbt the Trojans, b' was 

In Stygian waters steept; 320 

As birch is soaked first in piss, 

When boys are to be whipt. 
With skin exceeding hard, be rose 

From lake, so black and muddy, 
As lobsters firom the ocean rise, 325 

With Shell about their body: 
And, as from lobster*s broken claw. 

Pick out the fish you might: 
So might you from one unshell*d heel 

Dig pieces of the knight. 330 

His myrmidons robb'd Priam's bams 

And ben-roosts, says the song; 
Garried away both com and eggs, 

Like ants from whence they sprang. 
Himself tore Hector*s pantaloons, 335 

And sent bim down bare-breech*d 
To pedant Radamanthus , in 

A posture to be switch*d. 
Bat George he made the dragon look, 

As if he had been bewitch'd. 340 

t Greorge he was for England; St Dennis was for France ; 
Sing, Hont sott qui mal y pense, 

Fall fatal to the Bomans was 

The Carthaginian Hanni- 
bal; him I mean, wbo gave them such 345 

A deviüsh thump at Cannse: 

1 Brabom, a genüeman commoner of Lincoln GoUege, gave a silver 
Tow to be Bhot for by the arcbers of the University of Oxford. 
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Moors thick, as goats on Penmenmure, 

Stood on the Alpes's front: 
Their one-eyed guide*, like blinking mole, 

Bor'd thro' the hind*ring moont: 350 

Who , bafEed hj the maasy rock, 

Took vinegar for relief ; 
Like plowmen, when they hew their way 

Tliro' stnbbom rump of beef. 
Ab dancing louts from humid toes 355 

Gast atoms of ill savour 
To blinking Hyatt^, when on YÜe crowd 

He merriment does endeavour, 
And saws from snfPering timber out 

Some wretched tone to quiver: 360 

So Somans stank and squeak'd at sight 

Of Af&ican carnivor. 
The tawny surf ace of his phiz 

Did serve instead of yizzard: 
Bat Greorge he made the dragon have 365 

A grambling in his gizzard. 
St George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 
Sing , Hont soit qui med y pense, 

The valoor of Domitian, 

It must not be forgotten ; 370 

Who from the jaws of worm-blo¥ring flies, 

Protected veal and mutton. 
A squadron of flies errant, 

Against the foe appears; 
With regiments of buzzing knights, 375 

And swarms of volunteers: 
The warlike wasp encourag'd *em 

With animating hum ; 

« Hannibal had but one eye. 

8 A one-eyed fellow, who pretended to make ftddles, as well as pUy on 

^pi} well known at that tlme in Oxford. 
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And the loud brazen homet nezt, 

He was their kettle-dram : 380 

The Spanish don Cantharido 

Did him most sorelj pester, 
And rai8*d on skin of ventVous knight 

Füll many a plaguy blister. 
A bee whipt thro' bis button-bole, 385 

As thro* key-hole a witch, 
And stabb'd him with her little tuck 

Drawn out of scabbard breech: 
Bat the undaunted knight lifts up 

An arm both big and brawny, 390 

And slasht her so, that here lay head, 

And there lay bag and honey: 
Then 'mengst the rout he flew as swift, 

As weapon made by Cyclops, 
And bravely quell'd seditious buz, 395 

By dint of massive fly-flops. 
Surviving flies do curses breathe, 

And maggots too at Cassar: 
Bat George he shav'd the dragon's beard, 

And Askelon^ was his razor. 400 

t. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France ; 
Sing , Hont soü qui mal y pense. 



John Grabb , the facetioas writer of the foregoing song, 
takes a distingaished Agare among the Oxford wits so 
amoroasly enamerated in the foUowing distich. 

Alma novem genuit celebres Khedyoina poetas : 

Bub, Stubb, Grabb, Orabb, Trap, Young, Oarey, Tickel, Evans. 

These were Bub Dodington (the late Lord Melcombe), 
hr. Stubbes, oar poet Grubb, Mr. Crabb, Dr.* Trapp, the 
oetry-professor, Dr. Edward Yoong, the aathor of Night 
lioughtSj Walter Carey, Thomas Tickel, Esq., and Dr. Evans, 
le epigrammatist. 

* Tbe name of St. George's sword. 
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As for our poet Grubb, all that we can leam farüier of 
him, is contained in a few extracts from the University 
Register, and from bis epitaph. It appears firom the former 
that he was matriculated in 1667, being the son of John 
Grubb, "de Acton Bumel in comitatu Sidop. panperis." He 
took bis degree of Bachelor of Arts, June 28, 1671: and be- ^ 
came Master of Arts, June 28, 1675. He was appointed ||i 
Head Master of the Grammar Scbool at Christ Chnrdi; and 
afterwards chosen into the same employment at Gloncester, 
where he died in 1697, as appears from bis moniiment in the 
church of St. Mary de Crypt in Gloncester, which is in- 
scribed with the following epitaph : — ^ 

8 
H. S. E. t 

JOHAVRSB QbUBB, A.M. 

Natna apud Acton Bumel in agro Saloplensi 

Anno Dom. 1645. 

Ct^os vaiiam in Unguis notitiam, 

et felicem erudiendia pueria industriam, 

gratft adhnc memoria teatatur Oxoninm. 

Ibi enim ^de Christi initiatua, 

artes excolnit; 

Pneros ad easdem mox excolendas 

accurat& formayit: 

Huc demum 

unanlmi omnium consenan accitus, 

eandem auacepit provinciam, 

quam feliciter adeo abaolvit, 

ut niiiil optandum ait 

nlsi ut diutius nobia interftiiaset. 

Fuit enim 

propter festivam ingenii suavitatem, 

simplicem morum candorem, et 

prascipuam erga cognatos beneyolentiam, 

Omnibus desideratissimus. 

Obiit 2do die Aprilis, Anno D*ni, 1697, 

^tatia ausB 51. 



MABGARET^S aHOST. 299 

XVI. 

Thu bailad, which appeared in some of the public news- 
>er8 in or before the year 1724, came irom the pen of 
▼id Hallet, Esq., who, in the edition of bis poems, 3 yoIs. 
^, informs us that the plan was suggested by tiie four 
868 quoted above in page 128, which he supposed to be 
t beginning of some bailad now lost. 
^^ These liQes," says he, '^naked of omament and simple as 
y are, strack my fancy; and bringing fresh into my mind 
unhappy adventure much talked of formerly, gave birth 
the following poem, which was written many years ago." 
The two introductory lines (and one or two others eise- 
ere) had originally more of the ballad simplicity, viz. 

** When all wu wrapt in dark midniglity 
And all were fast asleep /* &c. 



'TwAs at the silent solemn hour, 

When night and moming meet; 
In glided Margaretes grimly ghost, 

And stood at William's feet 

Her face was like an April mom, 5 

Clad in a vrintry cloud: 
And clay-cold was her lily band, 

That held her sable shrowd. 

So shall the fairest face appear, 

When youth and years are flown : 10 

Such is the robe that kings must wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the springing flower, 

That sips the silver dew; 
The rose was budded in her cheek, 15 

Just opening to the view. 
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But love had, like the canker- worin, 

Consum'd her early prime : 
The rose grew pale, and left her cheek; 

She dy'd before her time. 20 

"Awake!" she cry'd, "thy true love calls, 

Come irom her midnight grave; 
Now let thy pity hear the maid 

Thy love refiis*d to save. 

" This iB the dark and dreary honr 25 

When injur'd ghosts complain; 
Now yawning graves give up their dead, 

To haunt the faithless swain. 

''Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath: 30^ 

And give me back my maiden vow. 
And give me back my troth. 

"Why did you promise love to me, 

And not that promise keep? 
Why did you swear mine eyes were bright, 35 

Yet leave those eyes to weep? 

**How could you say my face was fair. 

And yet that face forsake? 
How could you win my virgin heart, 

Yet leave that heart to break? 40 

"Why did you say my lip was sweet, 

And made tiie scarlet pale? 
And why did I, young witless maid, 

Believe the flattering tale? 

"That face, alas! no more is fair: 45 

These Ups no longer red: 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death. 

And every charm is fled. 
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"The hungry worm my sister is; 

This winding-sheet I wear : 50 

And cold and weary lasts our night, 

Till that last mom appear. 

*'But hark! the cock has wam*d me hence! 

A long and last adieu! 
Come see, false man, how low she lies, 55 

Who dy*d for love of you." 

The lark sung loud; the moming smil'd 

With beams of rosy red: 
Pale William shook in ev*ry limb, 

And raving left his bed. 60 

He hyed him to the fatal place 

Where Margaretes body lay: 
And stretch'd him on the grass-green turf, 

That wrapt her breathless clay : 

And thrice he caird on Margaretes name, G5 

And thrice he wept Ml sore: 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 

And Word spake never more. 



ji* In a late publication, entitled, Tke Friends, &c. 
1. 1773, 2 vols. 12mo, (in the first volume,) is inserted a 

of the foregoing ballad, with Tery great variations, 
h the editor of that work contends was the original; and 
Mallet adopted it for his own, and altered it, as here 
i. But the superior beauty and simplicity of the present 
giyes it so mach more the air of an original, that it will 
ir be believed that some transcriber altered it from Mal> 

and adapted the lines to his own taste; than which 
ng is more conmion in populär songs and ballads. 
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xvn. 

lue? flnD Cottn, 

Was written by Thomas Tickell, Esq., the celebrated 
friend of Mr. Addison, and editor of bis works. He was son 
of a clergyman in the North of England; had his education 
at Queen*s College, Oxon. ; was under-secretary to Mr. Addi- 
son and Mi-. Craggs, when successively secretaries of state; 
and was lastly (in June, 1724) appointed secretary to the 
Lords Justices in Ireland, which place be beld tili bis death 
in 1740. He acquired Mr. Addison's patronage by a poem in 
praise of the opera of Rosamond, written while be was at the 
University. 

It is a tradition in Ireland, that this song was written at 
Castletown, in the county of Kildare , at the request of the 
then Mrs. Conolly, — probably on some evcnt recent in that 
neighbourbood. 

Of Leinster, fam*d for maidens fair, 

Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liflfy's limpid stream 

Reflect so fair a face, 

Till luckless love and pining care 5 

Impair'd her rosy bue, 
Her coral lip, and damask cheek, 

And eyes of glossy blue. 

Ob! bave you seen a Uly pale, 

Wben beating rains descend? 10 

So droop*d the slow-consuming maid ; 

Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy wam'd, of flattering swains 

Take beed, ye easy fair : 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 16 

Ye peijured swains, beware. 
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Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring; 
And at her window, shrieking thrice, 

The raven flap'd his wing. 20 

Too well the love-lom maiden knew 

That ffolemn boding sound; 
And thus, in dying words, bespoke 

The virgins weeping round. 

"I hear a voice you cannot hear, 25 

Which says, I must not stay : 
I see a band you cannot see, 

Which beckons me away. 

"By a false heart, and broken vows, 

In early youth I die. 30 

Am I to blame, because his bride 

Is thrice as rieh as I? 

"Ah, Colin! give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone : 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiss, 35 

Nor think him all thy own. 

"To-morrow in the church to wed, 

Impatient, bothprepare; 
Bat know, fond maid, and know, false man, 

That Lucy will be there. 40 

"Then, bear my corse, ye comrades, bear, 

The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in his wedding-trim so gay, 

I in my winding-sheet." 

She spoke, she died; — her corse was bome, 45 

The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in bis wedding-trim so gay, 

She in her winding-sheet. 
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Then what were perjur'd Colin's tboughts? 

How were those nuptials kept? 50 

The bride-men flock*d round Lucy dead, 

And all the village wept. 

Confusion, shame, remorse, despair, 

At once his bosom swell: 
The damps of death bedew*d his brow, 55 

He shook, he groan*d, he feil. 

From the vain bride (ah, bride no more!) 

The varying crimson fled, 
When, stretch'd before her rival's corse, 

She saw her husband dead. 60 

Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 

Convey*d by trembling swains, 
One mould with her, beneath one sod, 

For ever now remains. 

Oft at their grave the constant bind 65 

And plighted maid are seen; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots, 

They deck the sacred green. 

But, swain forswom, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd spot f orbear ; 70 

Bemember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 



XVIII. 

%%t TBtp^ ann t%t W&xtäu 

AS BEVISED AND ALTEOED BT A MODERN HAND. 

Mb. Wabton, in his ingenious observations on Spenser, 
has given his opinion, that the fiction of the Boy and ihe 
Mantle is taken from an old French piece entitled, Le Court 
Mantel, quoted by M. de St. Palaye, in his curious "M^moireB 
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Euicienne Chevalerie," Paris, 1759, 2tom. 12mo; who 
US the Story resembles that of Ariosto's enchanted eap. 
possible onr English poet may have taken the hint of 
ubject from that old French romance; but he does not 
ur to have cppied it in the manner of execution: to 
1 (if one may judge from the specimen given in the 
3ires) that of the bailad does not bear tiie least re- 
lance. After all, 'tis most likely that all the old stories 
iming King Arthur are originally of British growth ; 
hat what the French and other southem nations have of 
kind, were at first exported from this island. See 
>ires de TAcad. des Inscrip. tom. xx. p. 352. 
L the Fabliaux ou Contes, 1781, 5 tom. 12mo, of M. Lc 
d (tom. i. p. 54) , is printed a modern version of the old 
Sc Court Mantel, under a new title, Le Manteau maltaille, 
i contains the story of this bailad mach enlarged, so far 
^ards the mantle, but without any mention of the knife 
3 hörn. 

Ih Carleile dwelt king Arthur, 

A prince of passing might; 
And there maintain'd his table round, 

Beset with many a knight. 

And there he kept his Christmas 5 

With mirth and princely cheare, 
When, lo! a straunge and cunning boy 

Before him did appeare. 

A kirtle and a mantle 
This boy had him upon, 10 

^ With brooches, rings, and owches. 
Füll daintily bedone. 

He had a sarke of silk 

About his middle meet; 
And thus, with seemely curtesy, 15 

He did king Arthur greet. 
rqf. m. 20 
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"God speed thee, brave hing Arthur, 

Thus fieasting in thy bowre ; 
And Guenever thy goodly queen, 

That fair and peerlesse flowre. 20 

" Ye gallant lords and lordings, 

I wish you all take heed, 
Lest, what ye deem a blooming rose 

Should prove a cankred weed." 

Then straitway from his bosome 25 

A little wand he drew; 
And with it eke a mantle 

Of wondrous shape and hew. 

"Now have thou here, king Arthur, 

Have this here of mee, 30 

And give unto thy comely queen, 

All-shapen as you see. 

"No wife it shall become, 

That once hath been to blame.'* 
Then every knight in Arthur's coort 35 

Slye glaunced at his dame. 

And first came lady Guenever, 

The mantle she must trye. 
This dame, she was new-fangled, 

And of a roving eye. 40 

When she had tane the mantle. 

And all was with it cladde, 
From top to toe it shiver'd down, 

As tho' with sheers beshradde. 

One while it was too long, 45 

Another while too short, 
And wrinkled on her Shoulders 

In most unseemly sort. 
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Kow green , now red it seemed, 

Then all of sable hue. 50 

"Beshrew me, quoth king Arthur, 

I think thou beest not true." 

Down she threw the mantle, 

Ne longer would not stay; 
But, storming like a füry, 55 

To her Chamber flung away. 

She curat the whoreson weaver, 

That had the mantle wrought: 
And doubly curat the froward impe, 

Who thither had it brought. 60 

"I had rather live in deaarta 

Beneath the green- wood tree : 
Than here, baae king, among thy groomea, 

The aport of them and thee." 

Sir Kay call'd forth hia lady, 65 

And bade her to come near: 
"Yet dame, if thou be guilty, 

I pray thee now forbear." 

Thia lady, pertly gigling, 

With forward atep came on, 70 

And boldly to the little boy 

With fearleaa face ia gone. 

When ahe had tane the mantl,e, 

With purpoae for to wear: 
It ahrunk up to her ahoulder, 75 

And left her b**aide bare. 

Then every merry knight, 

That waa in Arthur'a court, 
Gib'd, andlaught, andflouted, 

To aee that pleasant aport. 80 

20* 
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Downe ehe threw the mantlei 

No longer bold or gay, 
Bat with a face all pale and wan, 

To her Chamber slimk away. 

Then forth came an old knight, 85 

A pattering o*er his creed; 
And proffer'd to the little boy 

Five nobles to his meed; 

"And all the time of ChristmaBs 

Plumb-porridge shall be thine, 90 

If thou wilt let my lady fair 

Within the mantle shine." 

A Saint his lady seemed, 

Witii Step demure and slow, 
And gravely to the mantle ^ 

With mincing pace doth goe. 

When she the same had taken, 

That was so fine and thin, 
It shrivell'd all about her, 

And show'd her dainty skin. 100 

Ah ! little did heb mincing, 

Or ms long prayers bestead; 
She had no more hung on her, 

Than a tassel and a thread. 

Down she threwe the mantle, 105 

With terror and dismay. 
And with a face of scarlet, 

To her Chamber hyed away. 

Sir Cradock call^d his lady, 

Andbadeher to come neare: HO 

"Come win this mantle, lady, 

And do me credit here. 
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"Come win this mantle, lady, 

For now it shall be thine, 
If thou hast never done amiss, 115 

Sith first I made thee mine/' 

The lady gently blashing, 

With modest grace came on, 
And now to trye the wondrous chann 

Courageouslj is gone. 120 

When she had tane the mantle, 

And put it on her backe, 
About äie hem it seemed 

To wrinkle and to cracke. 

"Lye stül," shee cryed, "0 mantie! 125 » 

And shame me not for nought, 
I'U freely own whate'er amiss, 

Or blamefol I have wrought. 

''Onee I kist Sir Cradocke 

Beneathe the green-wood tree: 130 

Once I kist Sir Cradocke's mouth 

Before he married mee." 

When thus she had her shriven, 

And her worst fault had told, 
The mantie soon became her 135 

Bight comely as it shold. 

Most rieh and fair of colour, 

Like gold it glittering shone : 
And much the knights in Arthar*s court 

Admir*d her every one. 140 

Then towards king Arthur's table 

The boy he tum'd his eye: 
Where stood a boar's head gamished 

With bayes and rosemarye. 
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When thrice he o'er the boar's head 

His little wand had drawne, 
Quoth he, "There's never a cuckold's knife 

Can carve this head of brawne." 

Then some their whittles rubbed 

On whetstone, and on hone: 
Some threwe them under the table, 

And swore that they had none. 

Sir Cradock had a little knife, 

Of Steel and iron made; 
And in an instant thro* the skull 

He thrust the shining blade 

He thrust the shining blade 

Füll easily and fast; 
And everj knight in Arthur's court 

A morsel had to taste. 

The boy brought forth a home, 

All golden was the rim : 
Said he, ^'No cuckolde ever can 

Set mouth unto the brim. 

*'No cackold can this little home 

Lift fairlj to his head ; 
Bat OT on this, or that side, 

He shall the liquor ahed.*' 

i fthed it on their ehoulder, 
1 H 011 their thigh \ 
^«o&ld not hit Ms mouth, 

i ^ ItI* Hb eye. 
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Thus boar's head, hom and mantle, 

Were this fair couple'« meed : 
And all such constant lovers, 

God send them well to speed. 180 

Then down in rage came Gueüever, 

And thus could spightfiil say, 
" Sir Cradock'fl wife most wrongfullj 

Hath bome the pnze away. 

"See yonder shameless woman, 185 

That makes herseife so clean : 
Yet from her pillow taken 

Thrice five gallants haye been. 

"Priests, clarkes, and wedded men, 

Have her lewd pillow prest: 190 

Tat she the wonderous prize forsooth 

Must beare from all tiie rest." 

Then bespake the little boy, 

Who had tke same in hold : 
"Chastize thy wife, king Arthur, 195 

Of Speech she is too bold: 

"Of speech she is too bold, 

Of carriage all too free ; 
Sir king, she hath within thy hall 

A cuckold made of thee. 200 

"All frolick light and wanton 

She hath her carriage bome : 
And given thee for a kingly crown 

To wear a cuckold's home." 



* 



♦^« The Bev. Evan Evans, editor of the Specimens ot 
Febä poetry, 4to, affirmed that the story of the Boy and the 
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Mantle is taken from what is related in Bome of the old WeUh 
MSS. of Tegan Earfron, one of King ArUmr's nustresses. 
She is said to have possessed a mantle that would not fitany 
immodest or incontinent woman; this (which, ihe old wiiten 
eay, was reckoned among the curiosities of Biitain) is fre- 
quently alluded to by the old Welsh bards. 

Carleile) so often mentioned in the ballads of King Arthur, 
the Editor once thought might probably be a cormption of 
Cacr-leon, an ancient British city on the river Uske, in Mon- 
mouthshire, which was one of the places of Eling Arthnr^s 
Chief residence : bat he is now convinced that it is no other 
than Carlisle, in Cumberland; the old English Minstrels, 
being most of them northem men , naturally represented the 
hero of romance as residing in the north: and many of the 
places mentioned in the old ballads are still to be found 
there; as Teame-Wadling y &c. 

Near Penrith is still seen a large circle, surrounded by a 
moond of earth, which retains the name of Arthur*B Botmd 
Table. 



XIX. 

THE ANCIENT FBAaMENT OF 

Vfft Wmisist of <g)ir ^atoolnet 

The second poem in this yolmne, entitled, Ute Marriage 
ofSir Gawaine, having been offered to the reader with laige 
conjectural Supplements and corrections, the old fragment 
itself is here literally and exactly printed £rom tiie £ditor*i 
folio MS. with all its defects, inaccoracies, and errata: that 
snch austere antiquaries as complain that the ancient copies 
have not been always rigidly adhered to, may see how imfit 
for publication many of the pieces would have been if all the 
blunders, comiptions, and nonsense of illiterate reciters and 
transcribers had been superstitiously retained, without some 
attempt to correct and amend them. 

This ballad has most unfortunately suffered by having 
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half of every leaf in Üüb part of the MS. tom away ; and, as 
abont nine stanzas generally occur in the half-page now re- 
maining, it is concluded that the other half contained nearly 
the same nnmber of stanzas. 



Knraa Abthüb liues in merry Carleile 
and seemely is to see 
and there he hath w^ him Queene Genew' 
y* bride so bright of blee 

And there he hath w*** him Queene Genever 

y* bride soe bright in bower 

& all bis barons about him stoode 

y* were both stiffe and stowre 



The K. kept a royall Christmasse 
of mirth & great honor 
• . when . . . 

[About nine Stanzas wantmg,] 



And bring me word what thing it is 
y« a woman most desire 
this shalbe tbj ransome Arthur he sayes 
for Ile haue noe other hier 



K. Arthur then held vp bis band 
according thene as was the law 
he tooke bis leaue of the baron there 
. and homword can he draw 

And when he came to Merry Carlile 

to bis Chamber he is gone 

and ther came to him bis Cozen S' Gawaine 

as he did make bis mone 

And there came to him bis Cozen S' Gawaine^ 
j* was a curteous knight 

iSie. 
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why sigh 70« soe sore vnckle Arthur he said 
or who hath done thee vnright 



peace o peace thou genüe Gawaine 
y* faire may thee be ffall 
for if thou knew my sighing soe deepe 
thou would not meruaile att all 



Ffor when I came to teame wadling 
a bold barron there I fand 
w^^ a great club vpon his backe 
Standing stiffe & Btrong 



And he asked me wether I wold fight 
or ftom him I shold be gone 
o^ eise I must him a ransome pay 
& soe dep't him from 



To fight w^ him I saw noe cause 
me thought it was not meet 
for he was stiffe & streng w"» all 
his strokes were nothing sweete 



Therfor this is my ransome Gawaine 
I ought to him to pay 
I must come againe as I am swome 
vpon the Newyeers day 



And I must bring him word what thing it is 

[Abota nine Stanzas wanimg.] 



Then king Arthur drest him for to lyde 
in one soe rieh array 
toward the foresaid Teame wadling 
y* he might keepe his day 



And as he rode over a more 
hee see a lady where shee säte 
sSic 
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twizt an oke and a greene hollen 
e was clad in red scarlett 

len fhere as shold have stood her mouth 

en there was sett her eye 

e other was in her forhead fast 

e way that she might see 

BT nose was crooked and tumd outward 
ar mouth stood foule a wry 
worse formed lady then shee was 
ueiman saw w^ his eye 

> halch vpon him k. Arthur 
is lady was ftdl faine 
it k. Arthur had forgott his lesson 
lat he shold say againe 

"hat knight art thou the lady sayd 
at wilt not speak tome 
me thou nothing dismayd 
1 be vgly to see 

r I haue halched yo" curteouslye 
yo« will not me againe 
itfe I may happen S' knight shee said 
ease thee of fhy paine 

[ae thou ease me lady he said 

helpe me any thing 

QU shalt haue gentle Gawaine my cozen 

marry him w*"» a ring 

liy if I helpe thee not thou noble k. Arthur 
thy owne hearts desiringe 

gentle Gawaine 

[Ahout nine Stanzas warUing,} 
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And when he came to the teame wadling 
the baron there cold he srinde^ 
w^ a great weapon on his backe 
Standing stiffe & stronge 

And then he tooke k. Arthurs leiten in his handa 

& away he cold them fling 

& then he puld out a good browne sword 

& ciyd hiinselfe a k. 



And he sayd I haue thee & thy land Arthur 
to doe as it pleaseth me 
for this is not thj ransome snre 
therefore yeeld äiee to me 



And then bespoke him noble Arthur 
& bade him hold his hands 
& giye me leave to speake mj mind 
in defence of all my land 

the^ Said as I came over a More 
I see a lady where shee säte 
betweene an oke & a green hoUen 
shee was dad in redd scarlette 



And she says a woman will haue her will 
& this is all her cheef desire 
doe me right as thou art a baron of sckill 
this is thy ransome & all thy hyer 

He sayes an early yengeance light on her 
she walkes on yonder more 
it was my sister that toid thee this 
she is a misshappen höre 



Bat beer De make minc a^ow to god 
to do her an euill tome 



ICABBIAas OF SIR GAWAIKB. 317 

for an euer I may thate fowle theefe get 
in a fyer I will her bume 
[Ähout nine Stanzas wanting. 



THE SEGOND PABT. 

Sza Lahcelott & s' Steven bold 
they rode w*"» them that day 
and fhe formost of the Company 
there rode the steward ELay 



See did S* Banier & S' Bore 
S» Garrett w*"» them soe gay 
Boe did S' Tristeram y* genüe k 
to the forrest fresh & gay 

And when he came tö the greene forrest 
yndemeath a greene holly tree 
their säte that lady in red scarlet 
y* vnseemly was to see 

S' Kay beheld this Ladys face 
& looked vppon her suire 
whosoeuer kisses this lady he sayes 
of his kisse he Stands in feare 

S' Kay beheld the lady againe 
& looked vpon her snout 
whosoeuer kisses this lady he saies 
of his kisse he Stands in doubt 

Peace coz. Kay then said S' Gawaine 
amend thee of thy life 
for there is a knight amongst us all 
y* most marry her to his wife 



What wedd her to wiffe then said S' Kay 
in the diuells name anon 
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gett me a wifPe whereere I may 
fbr I hadrather be slaine 



Then soome tooke yp their hawkes in hast 
& some tooke yp their hoonds 
& some sware they wold not many her 
For Citty nor for towne. 



And then be spake him noble k. Arthur 

& sware there by this day 

for a litie foule sight and misliking 

[Äbout nine Stanzas wanimg. 



Then shee said choose thee gentle Gawaine' 
truth as I doe say 

wether thou wilt haue me in this liknesse 
in the night or eise in the day 



And then bespake him Gentle Gawaine 
w^i* one soe mild of moode 
sayes well I know what I wold say 
god grant it may be good 



To haue thee fowle in the night 
when I w*"» thee shold play 
yet I had rather if I might 
haue thee fowle in the day 



What when Lords goe w^ ther seires^ shee Baid 
both to the Ale and wine 
alas then I must hyde my seife 
I must not goe withinne 



And then bespake him gentle gawaine 
said Lady thats but a skill 
And because thou art my owne lady 
Thou shalt haue all thy will 

^ Sic in MS. profeirea, i, «, mates. 
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Then she said blesed be thoa gentle Grawame 

this day y* I thee see 

for as tiiou see me att this time 

from hencforth I wilbe 

My father was an old knight 
& yett it chanced soe 
that he manyed a younge Lady 
y* brought me to this woe 

Shee witched me being a faire young Lady 
to the greene forrest to dwell 
& there I miist walke in womans liknesse 
most like a feeind of hell 

She witched my brother to a Carlist B 

[Ahout nine Stanzas wanting.] 

that looked soe foule & that was wont 
on the wild more to goe 

Come kisse her brother Kay then said S' Gawaine 

& amend the of thy liffe 

I sweare this is the same lady 

y* I marryed to my wiflfe. 

S' Kay kissed that lady bright 
Standing -vpon his ffeete 
he swore as he was trew knight 
the spiee was neuer soe sweete 

Well Coz. Gawaine sayes S' Kay 

thy Chance is fallen arright 

for thou hast gotten one of the fairest maids 

I euer saw w**» my sight 

It is my fortune said S' Gawaine 
for my Vnckle Arthurs sake 
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I am glad as grasse wold be of raine 
great J07 that I may take 



S' Gawaine tooke the lady by the one arme 
S' Kay tooke her by the tother 
they led her straight to k. Arthur 
as Öiey were broÄer & brother 



E. Arthur welcomed them there all 
& 8oe did lady Geneuer his queene 
w*^ all the knights of the round table 
most seemly to be seene 



K. Arthur beheld that lady faire 
that was soe faire & bright 
he thanked christ in trinity 
for S' Gawaine that gentle knight 



Soe did the knights both more and lesse 
reioyced all that day 
for Öie good chance y* hapened was 
to S' Gawaine & his lady gay. Ffinis. 

In the fac-simile copies, after all the care which bas been 
taken, it is very possible tiiat a redundant e^ &c. may have 
been added or omitted. 



XX. 

%l)t ^mait of WiwA^oM^ 

This Ballad , together with that already printed^ intiüed 
"The Friar of Orders Gray," forming what may be conaidered 
the whole of Bishop Percy*s original compositions, is here 
appended as a necessary addition to the foregoing collection. 
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FIT I. 

Dabk was the night, and wild the storm, 

And loud the torrent's roar; 
And loud the sea was heard to dash 

Against the distant shore. 

Mosing on man*8 weak hapless state, 

The lonely Hermit lay; 
When, lo! he heard a female voice 

Lament in sore dismaj. 

With hospitable haste he rose, 

And wak*d his sleeping fire ; 
And snatching np a lighted brand, 

Porth hied the rev'rend sire. 

All sad beneath a neighbouring tree 

A beauteous maid he found, 
Who beat her breast, and with her tears 

Bedew*d the mossy ground. 

"0 weep not, lady, weep not so; 

Nor let vain fears alarm ; 
My little cell shall shelter thee. 

And keep thee safe from härm.** 

" It is liot for myself I weep, 

Nor for myself I fear ; 
But for my dear and only friend, 

Who lately left me here : 

"And while some sheltering bower he songht 

Within this lonely wood. 
Ah! sore I fear his wandering feet 

Have slipt in yonder flood." 

"Oh, trust in Heaven," the Hermit said, 

"And to my cell repair! 
Doubt not but I shall find thy friend, 
And ease thee of thy care." 
Vcy. lu. 21 
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Then climbing up bis rocky stairs, 

He scales the cliff so high; 
And calls aloud, and waves his light 

To goide the stranger^s eye. 

Among the thickets long he wind«, 

Wilb carefiil steps and slow: 
At length a voice retum*d his call, 

Quick answering from below: 

• "0 teil me, father, teil me true, 

If you have chanc*d to eee 
A gentle maid, I lately left 

Beneath some neighbouring tree: 

"But either I have lost the place, 

Or she hath gone astray: 
And much I fear this fatal stream 

Hath snatch'd her hence away." 

"Praise Heaven, my son," the Hermit said; 

"The lady's safe and well:" 
And soon he join*d the wandering youth, 

And brought him to his cell. 

Then well was seen, these gentle friends, 

They lov'd each other dear: 
The youth he press'd her to his heart ; 

The maid let fall a tear. 

Ah! seldom had their host, I wecn, 

Beheld so sweet a pair: 
The youth was tall, with manly bloom; 

She, slender, soft, and fair. 

The youth was clad in forest green, 

With bugle-hom so bright: 
She in a silken robe and scarf, 

Snatch'd up in hasty flight. 
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"Sit down, my children," says the sage; 

" Sweet rest your limbs require 
Then heaps firesh fuel on the hearth, 

And mends hie little fire. 

"Partake," he said, "my simple störe, 

Dried fruits, and milk, and cm*ds;" 
And spreading all upon the board, 

Invites with kindly words. 

"Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare;" 

The youthful couple say: 
Then freely ate, and made good cheer. 

And talk'd their cares away. 

"Now say, my children, (for perchance 

My counsel may avail), 
What Strange adventure brought you here 

Within this lonely dale?" 

"First teil me, father," said the youth, 

"(Nor blame mine eager tongue), 
What town is near? What lands are these?^ 

And to what lord belong?" 

"Alas! my son," the Hermit said, 

" Why do I live to say, 
The rightful lord of these domains 

Is banish'd far away? 

"Ten winters now have shed their snows 

On this my lowly hall, 
Since valiant Hotspur (so the North 

Our youthful lord did call) 

"Against Fourth Henry Bolingbroke 

Led up his northern powers, 
And, stoutly fighting, lost his life 

Near proud Salopia's towers. 

21* 
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"One 8on he left, a lovely boy, 

His country's hope and heir; 
And, oh! to save him from his foes 

It was his grandsire's care. 

"In Scotland safe he plac'd the child 

Beyond the reach of stnfe, 
Nor long before the brave old Earl 

At Braham lost his life. 

"And now the Percy name , so long 
Our northem pride and boast, 

Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud; 
Their honours reft and lost. 

"No chieftain ofthat noble hoose 
Now leads our youth to arms; 

The bordering Scots despoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms. 

"Their halls and Castles, once so fair, 

Now moulder in decay; 
Proud strangers now usurp their lands, 

And bear their wealth away. 

"Nor far from hence, where yon fall stream 

Runs winding down the lea, 
Fair WarkworSi lifts her lofty towers, 

And overlooks the sea. 

"Those towers, alas! now lie foriom, 
With noisome weeds o'erspread, 

Where feasted lords and courtly dames, 
And where the poor were fed. 

"Meantime far off, *mid Scottish hills, 

The Percy lives unknown: 
On strangers' bounty he depends, 

And may not claim his own. 
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"0 might I with these aged eyes 

But live to see him here, 
Then should my soul depart in bliss! " — 

He Said, and dropt a tear. 

"And is the Percy still so lov'd 

Of all bis friends and thee? 
Then, bless me, father," said the youth, 

"For I, thy guest, am he." 

Silent he gaz'd, then tum'd aside 

To wipe the tears he shed ; 
And lifting up his hands and eyes, 

Pour'd blessmgs on his head: 

" Welcome , our dear and much-lov'd lord, 

Thy country's hope and care: 
But who may this young lady be, 

That is so wondrous fair?" 

"Now, father! listen to my tale, 
And thou shalt know the truth: 
And let thy sage advice direct 
. My inexperienc'd youth. 

" In Scotland IVe been nobly bred 

Beneath the Regent'si band. 
In feats of arms, and every lore 

To fit me for command. 

"With fond impatience long I bum'd 

My native land to see : 
At length I won my guardian friend 

To yield that boon to me. 

"Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wandernd as in chase, 

Sobert Stuart, Duke of Albany. See the contimiation of Fordun's 
.•Ohronicon, cap. 18, cap. 28, &c. 
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Till in the noble Neville's^ house 
I gain'd a hunter's place. 

" Some time with him I liv'd unknown, 

Till rd the hap so rare 
To please this young and gentle dame, 

That Baron's daughter fair." 

"Now, Percy," said the blushing maid, 

"The truth I must reveal; 
Souls great and generous, like to thine, 

Their noble deeds conceal. 

"It happen'd on a summer's day, 

Led by the fragant breeze, 
I wander'd forth to take the air 

Among the green-wood trees. 

"Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 

That near in ambush lay, 
Moss-troopers &om the border-side, 

There seiz'd me for their prey. 

"My ahrieks had all been spent in vain; 

But Heaven, that saw my grief, 
Bronght this brave youth within my call, 

Who flew to my relief . 

"With nothing bat his honting spear, 

And dagger in his band, 
He Sprung like lightning on my foes, 

And caus*d them soon to stand. 

"He fought tili more assistance came : 

The Scots were overthrown; 
Thus freed me, captive, &om their bands, 

To make me more his own." 

ValphNeville, flrstEarl ofWestmoreland , who chiefly rei 
4ttes of Brancepetbi and Baby, both in the Bishoprick of 
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"0 happy day!" the youth replied: 

"Biest were the wounds I bearl 
From that fond hour she deign'd to smile, 

And listen to my prayer. 

"And when she knew my name and birth, 

She vow'd to be my bride; 
But oh! we fear'd (alas, the while!) 

Her princely mother's pride : 

"Sister of haughty Bolingbroke^, 

Our house's ancient foe, 
To me, I thought, a banish*d wight, 

Could ne'er such favour shew. 

"Despairing then to gain consent, 

At length to fly with me 
I won this lovely tunorous maid; 

To Scotland boond are we. 

"This evening, as the night drew on, 

Fearing we were pursued, 
We tum*d adown the right-hand path, 

And gain*d this lonely wood: 

"Then lighting from our weary steeds 

To shun the pelting ehower, 
We met thy kind conducting hand. 

And reach'd this friendly bower." 

"Now rest ye both," the Hermit said; 

"Awhile your cares forego : 
Nor, Lady, scom my humble bed : 

—Well pass the night below*." 

' Joan, Countess ofWestmoreland , mother of the young lady, was 

ighter of John of Gaunt , and half sister of King Henry IV . 

* Adjoining to the diff which contains the Ohapel of the Hermitage, are 

remains of a small boilding, in which the Hermit dwelt. This consiated 

>ne lower apartment , with a little bedchamber over it , and is now in 

18 ; whereas the Chapel, cut in the solid rock, is still yery intire and 

rect. 
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FlT n. 
LoYELY Bmil*d the blushing mom, 

And every storm was fled: 
But lovelier far, with sweeter smile, 

Fair Eleanor left her bed. 

She found her Henry all alone, 
And cheer'd hun with her sight; 

The youth Consulting with his friend 
Had watch'd the livelong night. 

What sweet surprise o'erpower'd her breast! 

Her cheek what blushes dyed, 
When fondly he besought her there 

To yield to be his bride ! — 

" Within this lonely hermitage 

There is a chapel meet: 
Then grant, dear maid, my fond request, 

And make my bliss complete." 

"0 Henry, when thou deign'st to sue, 

Can I thy suit withstand? 
When thou, lov'd youth, hast won my heart, 

Can I refuse my band? 

"For thee 1 left a father's smiles, 

And mother's tender care ; 
And whether weal or woe betide, 

Thy lot I mean to share." 

"And wilt thou then, generous maid! 

Such matchless favour show, 
To share with me , a banish*d wight, 

Myperil, pain, orwoe? 

"Now Heaven, I trust, hath joys in störe 

To crown thy constant breast: 
For know, fond hope assures my heart 

That we shall soon be blest. 
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"Not far from hence stände Coquet Isle* 

Surrounded by the sea; 
There dwells a ho\j friar, well known 

To all thy firiends and thee; 

«»Tis Father Bemard, so rever'd 

For every worthy deed ; 
To Raby Castle he shall go, 

And for us kindly plead. 

"To fetch this good and holy man 

Our reverend host is gone; 
And soon, I trust, his pious hands 

Will join TIS both in one." 

Thus they in sweet and tender talk 

The lingering hours beguile: 
At length they see the hoary sage 

Come from the neighbouring isle. 

With pious joy and wonder mix'd 

He greets the noble pair, 
And glad consents to join their hands 

With many a fervent prayer. 

Then strait to Baby*s distant walls 

He kindly wends his way: 
Meantime in love and dalliance sweet 

They spend the livelong day. 

And now, attended by their host, 

The Hermitage they view*d, 
Deep-hewn within a craggy cliff, 

And overhung with wood. 

And near a flight of shapely steps, 
All cut with nicest skill, 

6 In the little Island of Coquet| near Warkworth, are still seen the mlns 
l a cell , which belonged to the Benedictine monks of Tiuemouth-Abbey. 
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And Piercing through a stony arch, 
Ban winding up the hill: 

There deck'd with many a flower and herb 

His little garden Stands ; 
With fruitfiil trees in shady rows, 

All planted by his hands. 

Then, scoop'd within the solid rock, 

Three sacred vaults he shows: 
The Chief, a chapel, neatly arch*d,^ 

On branching columns rose. 

Each proper omament was there, 

That should a chapel grace; 
The lattice for confession fram'd, 

And holy-water vase. 

0*er either door a sacred text 
; Invites to godly fear; 

And in a little scutcheon hang 
The cross, and crown, and spear. 

Up to the altar*s ample breadth 

Two easy steps ascend; 
And near, a glimmering solemn light 

Two well-wrought Windows lend. 

Beside the altar rose a tomb 

AU in the living stone ; 
On which a young and beauteöus maid 

In goodly sculpture shone. 

A kneeling angel, fairly carv*d, 

Lean*d hovering o*er her breast; 
A weeping warrior at her feet; 

And near to these her crest^. 

This \a a BulPs Head, the crest of the Widdrington family. All the 
Agares , &c. here described are still visible , only somewhat effaced with 
lengthoftime. 
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The clift, the vault, but chief the tomb 

Attract the wondering pair: 
Eager they ask , " What hapleas dame 

Lies sculptur'd here so fair?" 

The Hermit sigh'd, the Hennit wept, 

For sorrow scarce could speak : 
At length he wip*d the trickling tears 

That all bedew*d his cheek. 

"Alas! mychildren, human life 

Is but a vale of woe; 
And very moumful is the tale 

Which ye so fain would know ! " 



THE HEBMIT^S TALE« 

YoüNa lord, thy grandsire had a friend 

In days of youtibful fame ; 
Yon distant hüls were his domains, 

Sir Bertram was his name. . 

Where'er the noble Percy fought, 

His friend was at his side; 
And many a skirmish with the Scots 

Their early valour tried. 

Young Bertram lov*d a beauteous maid, 

As fair as fair might be ; 
The dew-drop on the lily's cheek 

Was not so fair as she. 

Fair Widdrington the maiden's name, 

Yon towers her dwelling-place^; 
Her sire an old Northumbrian chief, 

Devoted to thy race. 

7 Widdrington Castle is about flye milea sonth ofWarkworth. 
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Many a lord, and manj a knight, 

To this fair damsel came; 
But Bertram was her only choice ; 

For him she feit a flame. 

Lord Perc7 pleaded for his friend, 

Her father soon consents ; 
None but the beauteous maid herseif 

His wishes now prevents. 

But she, with studied fond delays, 

Defers the blissful hour; 
And loves to trj his constancy, 

And prove her maiden power. 

"That heart," she said, "is lightly priz'd, 

Which is too lightly won; 
And long shall rue that easy maid 

Who yields her love too soon." 

Lord Perey made a solemn feast 

In Alnwick's princely hall; 
And there came lords, and there came knights, 

His Chiefs and barons all. 

Withwassail, mirth, andrevelry, 

The Castle rang around: 
Lord Percy call*d for song and harp, 

And pipes of martial sound. 

The minstrels of thy noble house, 

All clad in robes of blue, 
With silver crescents on their arms, 

Attend in order due. 

The great achievements of thy race 
They sung: their high command: 

How valiant Mainfred o'er the seas 
First led his northem band 8. 

8 See Dngdale^a Baronetage ^ p. 269, &c 
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Brave Galfred next to Nonnandy 

With venturous Kollo came ; 
And, from his Norman Castles won, 

Assum*d the Percy name^. 

They siing how in the Conqueror's fleet 

Lord William shipp'd his powers, 
And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 

With all her lands and towersio. 

Then joumeying to the Holy Land, 

There bravely fought and di'ed; 
But first the silver crescent won, 

Somc paynim Soldan's pride. 

They sung how Agnes, beauteous heir, 

The Queen's own brother wed, 
Lord Josceline, sprang from Charlemagne, 

In princely Brabant bred i ; 

How he the Percy name reviv'd, 
^ And how his noble line, 

Still foremost in their country's cause, 
With godlike ardour shine. 

InLower Normandy are three places of the name of Percy: whence 
the family took the somame of De Percy. 

10 William de Percy fifth in deacent from Galfred or Geffery de Percy, 
8on of Mainfred) assisted in the conquest of England , and had given him 
the large possessions, in Yorkshire, of Emma de Porte (so the Norman 
writers name her), whose father, a great Saxon lord, had been slain fighting 
along with Harold. This young lady, William from a principle of honour 
and generosity, married: for having had all her lands bestowed npon him 
by the Conqneror, "he (to nae the worda of the old Whitby Ghronicle) 
wedded hyr that was very heire to them , in discharging of his conscience/* 
See Harl. MSS. 692 (26). He died at Mounljoy, near Jerusalem, in the first 
crosade. 

i Agnes de Percy, sole heiress of her honse , married Josceline de Lon- 
▼aine, yonngest son of Godfrey Barbatus, Duke of Brabant, and brother of 
Queen Adeliza, second wife of King Henry I. He took the name of Percy, 
and was ancestor of the earls of Northumberland. His son , lord Richard 
de Percy, was one of the twenty-six barons chosen to see the Magna Gharta 
duly observed. 
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With loud acclaims the list*ning crowd 

Applaud the master's song, 
And deeds of axms and war became 

The theme of every tongue. 

Now high heroic acta they teil, 

Their perils past recall: 
When, lo! a damsel young and fair 

Stepp'd forward through the hall. 

She Bertram courteously address'd; 

And , kneeling on her knee, — 
"Sir knight, the lady of thy love 

Hath sent this gift to thee." 

Then forth she drew a glittering heim, 

Well plaited many a fold; 
The casque was wrought of temper'd steel, 

The crest of burnish'd gold. 

*'Sir knight, thy lady sends thee this, 

And yields to be thy bride, 
When thou hast prov'd this maiden gift 

Where sharpest blows are tried." 

Young Bertram took the shining heim. 
And thrice he kiss*d the same: 

"Trust me, I'll prove this precious casque 
With deeds of noblest fame." 

Lord Percy, and bis Barons bold, 

Then fix upon a day 
To scour the marches, late opprest. 

And Scottish wrongs repay. 

The knights assembled on the hills 

A thousand horse or more : 
Brave Widdrington, though sunk in years, 

The Percy Standard bore. 
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Tweed's limpid current soon they pass, 

And ränge the borders round: 
Down the green slopes of Tiviotdale 

Their bugle-homs resound. 

As when a lion in bis den 

Hath heard the hunters* cries, 
And rusbes forth to meet bis foes; 

So did the Douglas rise. 

Attendant on their chief s command 

A thousand warriors wait: 
And now the fatal hour drew on 

Of cruel keen debate. 

A chosen troop of Scottish youths 

Advance before the rest; 
Lord Percy mark*d their gallant mien, 

And thus bis friend address'd: 

"Now, Bertram, prove thy lady*s heim, 

Attack yon forward band; 
Dead or alive TU rescue thee, 

Or perish by their band." . 

Young Bertram bow'd, with glad assent, 

And spurr'd bis eager steed, 
And calling on bis lady's name, 

Kush'd forth with whirlwind speed. 

As when a grove of sapling oaks 

The livid ligbtning rends; 
So fiercely *mid the opposing ranks 

Sir Bertram's sword descends. 

Tbis way and that he drives the steel, 

And keenly pierces througb ; 
And many a tall and comely knight 

With furious foree he slew. 
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Now closing fast on every aide, 
They hem Sir Bertram round: 

But dauntless he repels their rage, 
And deals forth many a wound. 

The vigour of his single arm 
Had well nigh won the field; 

When ponderous feil a Scottish axe, 
And clave his lifted shield. 

Another blow his temples took, 

And reft his heim in twain ; 
That beauteous heim, his lady's gift! 

His blood bedew'd the piain. 

Lord Perey saw his Champion fall 

Amid th' unequal fight; 
"And now, my noble friends," he said, 

"Let*s save this gallant knight." 

Then rashing in, with stretch*d-oat shield, 

He o'er the warrior hung, 
As some fierce eagle spreads her wing 

To guard her cailow young. 

Three times they strove to seize their prey, 
Three times they quick retire : 

What force could stand his furious strokes, 
Or meet his martial fire? 

Now gathering round on every part 

The battle rag*d amain ; 
And many a lady wept her lord, 

That hour untimely slain. 

Percy and Douglas, great in arms, 
There all their courage show*d ; 

And all the field was strew'd with dead. 
And all with crimson flow'd. 



BY BISHOP PBRCY. 337 

At length the glory of the day 

The Scots reluctant yield, 
And, after wondrous valour shown, 

They slowly quit the field. 

All pale, eztended on their shields. 

And weitering in his göre, 
Lord Percy'fl kmghts Üieir bleeding &iend 

To Wark*8 fair Castle bore 2. 

"Well hast thou eam*d my daughter's love," 

Her father kindly said; 
"And she herseif shall dress thy wounds, 

And tend thee in thy bed." 

A message went; no daughter came, 

Fair Isabel ne*er appears; 
"Beshrew me," said the aged chief, 

" Young maidens have their fears. 

"Cheer up, my son, thou shalt her see, 

,So soon as thou canst ride; 
And she shall nurse thee in her bower, 

And she shall be thy bride." 

Sir Bertram at her name reviv'd. 

He bless'd the soothing sound; 
Fond hope supplied the nurse's care, 

And heal'd his ghastly wound. 



FIT m. 
One early mom, while dewy drops 

Hung trembling on the tree, 
Sir Bertram from his sick-bed rose ; 

His bride he would go see. 

^ Wark Castle, a fortress belonging to the English, and of great note in 
ancient times , stood on the southern banks of the Biver Tweed, a little to 
the east of Tiviotdale, and not far fromKelso. It is now entirely destroyed. 

Percy. 111. 22 
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A brother he had in prime of youth, 

Of courage firm and keen; 
And he would 'tend him on the way, 

Because his wounds were green: 

All day o'er moss and moor they rode, 

By many a lonely tower; 
And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 

Ere they drew near her bower. 

Most drear and dark the Castle seem'd, 

That wont to shine so bright; 
And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 

Ere he beheld a light. 

At length her aged nurse arose, 
With voice so shrill and clear, — 

" What wight is this, that calls so loud, 
And knocks so boldly here?" 

"'Tis Bertram calls, thy lady*s love, 

Come £rom his bed of care: 
All day IVe ridden o'er moor and moss 

To see thy lady fair." 

"Now out, alas!" she loudly shriek'd; 

"Alas! how may this be! 
For six long days are gone and past 

Since she set out to thee." 

Sad terror seiz*d Sir Bertrames heart. 

And ready was he to fall; 
When now the drawbridge was let down, 

And gates were opened all. 

"Six days, young knight, are past and gone, 

Since she set out to thee; 
And sure, if no sad härm had happ'd, 

{jong since thpu wouldst her see. 
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"For when she heard thy grievous chance, 

She tore her hair, and cried, 
^Alas! IVe slain the comeliest knight, 

All through my folly and pride ! 

" *And now to atone for my sad fault 

And his dear health regain, 
I'U go myself , and nurse my love, 

And Boothe his bed of pain.' 

"Then mounted she her milk- white steed 

One mom at break of day; 
And two tall yeomen went with her, 

To guard her on the way." 

Sad terror smote Sir Bertram*8 heart, 

And grief o'erwhelm'd his mind : 
"Trust me," said he, "I ne'er will rest 

TiU I thy lady find." 

That night he spent in sorrow and care ; 

And with sad-boding heart 
Or ever the dawning of the day 

His brother and he depart. 

"Now, brother, we'U our ways divide, 

O'er Scottish hills to ränge; 
Do thou go north, and TU go west; 

And all our dress we*ll change. 

"Some Scottish carle hath seiz'd my love, 

And bome her to his den; 
And ne'er will I tread English ground 

Till she's restor'd again." 

"The brothers straight their paths divide, 

0*er Scottish hills to ränge ; 
And hide ihemselves in quaint disgoise, 

And oft their dress they change. 

22* 
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Sir Bertram, clad in gown of grey, 

Most like a palmer poor, 
To halls and Castles wanders round, 

And begs from door to door. 

Sometimes a minstrers garb he wears, 
With pipe so sweet and shrill; 

And wends to every tower and town, 
O'er every dale and hill. 

One day as he sat under a thom, 

All sank in deep despair, 
An aged pilgrim pass'd him by, 

Who mark'd his face of care. 

"All minstrels yet that e'er I saw 

Are füll of game and glee ; 
But thou art sad and woe-begone! 

I marvel whence it be !" 

"Father, I serve an aged lord, 
Whose grief afflicts my mind; 

His only child is stolen away, 
And fain I would her find." 

"Cheer up, my son; perchance," he said, 

"Some tidings I may bear: 
For oft when human hopes have faird, 

Then heavenly comfort's near. 

"Behind yon hills so steep and high, 

Down in a lowly glen, 
There Stands a castle fair and strong, 

Far from the abode of men. 

"As late I chanc'd to crave an alms, 

About this evening hoor, 
Methought I heard a lady's voice 

Lamenting in the tower. 
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'^And when I ask'd what härm had happ*d, 

What lady sick there lay? 
They rudely drove me from the gate, 

And bade me wend away." 

These tidings caught Sir Bertrames ear, 

He thank'd him for his tale; 
And soon he hasted o'er the hills, 

And soon he reach'd the vale. 

Then drawing near those lonely towers, 

Which stood in dale so low, 
And sitting down beside the gate, 

His pipes he 'gan to blow. 

" Sir Porter, is thy lord at home, 

To hear a minstreFs song; 
Or may I crave a lodging here, 

Without offence or wrong?" 

"My lord," he aaid, "is not at home, 

To hear a minstreFs song; 
And, should I lend theo lodging here, 

My life would not be long." 

He play*d again so soft a strain, 
Such power sweet sounds impart, 

He won the chnrlish porter*s ear. 
And moVd his stubbom heart. 

"Minstrel," he said, "thou play'st so sweet, 
Fair entrance thou should'st win; 

But, alas! Fm swom upon the rood 
To let no stranger in. 

"Yet, minstrel, in yon rising cliff 

Thou*lt find a sheltering cave ;* 
And here thou shalt my supper share, 

And there thy lodging haye." 



341 
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All day he sits beside the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear: 

All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear. 

The first night, as he silent watch'd 

All at the midnight hour, 
He plainly heard bis lady's voice 

Lamenting in the tower. 

The second night, the moon shone clear, 
And gilt the spangled dew; 

He saw his lady through the grate, 
But 'twas a transient view. 

Thethird night, wearied out, he slept 
'Till near Sie moming tide ; 

When, starting up, he seiz'd his sword, 
And to the Castle hied. 

When, lo! he saw a ladder of ropes 

Depending from the wall: 
And o'er the moat was newly laid 

A poplar strong and tall. 

And soon he saw his love descend 

Wrapt in a tartan plaid, 
Assisted by a sturdy youth 

In Highland garb y-clad. 

Amaz*d, confounded at the sight, 

He lay unseen and still; 
And sodn he saw them cross the stream, 

And mount the neighbouring hilL 

Unheard, unknown of all within, 

The youthful couple fly; 
But what can 'scape the lover's ken, 

Or shun his piercing eye? 
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With eilent step he foUows close 

Behind the flying pair, 
And saw her hang upon his arm 

With fond famUiar air. 

"Thanks, gentle youth," she often said; 

"My thanks thou well hast won: 
For me what wiles hast thou contriv'dl 

Por me what dangers run ! 

"And ever shall my grateful heart 

Thy Services repay:" — 
Sir Bertram would no forther hear, 

But eried, " Vile traitor, stay! 

"Vile traitor! yield that lady up!" 

And quick his sword he drew; 
The stranger tum'd in sudden rage, 

And at Sir Bertram flew. 

With mortal hate their vigorous arms 

Gave many a vengeful blow; 
But Bertrames stronger hand prevail'd, 

And laid the stranger low. 

"Die, traitor, diel"— A deadly thrust 

Attends each furious word. 
Ah ! then fair Isabel knew his voice, 

And rush*d beneath his sword. 

"0 stop," she cried, "0 stop thy arm! 

Thou dost thy brother slay!" — 
And here the Hermit paus'd, and wept 

His tongue no more could say. 

At length he cried, " Ye lovely pair, 

How shall I teil the rest? 
Ere I could stop my piercing sword, 

It feil , and stabb'd her breast." 
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"Wert thou thyself that hapless youth? 

Ah! cruel fate!" they Baid. 
The Hermit wept, and so did they: 

They sigh'd; he hung his head. 

"0 blind and jealouB rage," he cried, 
" What evils from thee flow?" 

The Hennit paus'd; they silent mottm*d: 
He wept, and they were woe. 

Ah! when I heard my brother's name. 

And saw my lady bleed, 
I rav*d, I wept, I curat my arm 

That wrought the fatal deed. 

In yain I clasp'd her to my breast, 
And cloB^d the ghastly wound; 

In vain I press'd £as bleeding corpse, 
And rais'd it from the ground. 

My brother, alas! spake never more, 
His precious life was flown: 

She kindly strove to soothe my pain, 
Regardless of her own. 

"Bertram," she said, "be comforted, 

And live to think on me : 
May we in heaven that union prove, 

Which here was not to be! 

"Bertram," she said, "I still was true; 

Thou only hadst my heart: 
May we hereafter meet in blissl 

We now, alas! must part. 

"For thee I left my father's haU, 

And flew to thy relief, 
When, lo! near Cheviotfs fatal hills 

T met a Scottish chief, 
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"Lord Malcolm's son, whose proffer'd love 

I had refus'd with scom; 
He slew my guardB, and seiz'd on me 

Upon that fatal morn ; 

''And in these dreary hated walls 

He kept me close confin'd ; 
And fondly sued, and wannly press'd, 

To win me to his mind. 

''Each rising morn increas'd my pain, 

Each night increas'd my fear! 
When, wandering in this northem garb, 

TJiy brother found me here. 

"He quickly form'd the brave design 

To setme, captive, free; 
And on the moor his horses wait, 

Tied to a neighbouring tree. 

"Then haste, my love, escape away, 

And for thyself provide ; 
And sometimes fondly think on her 

Who should have been thy bride." 

Thus, pouring comfort on my soul, 

'Even with her latest breath, 
She gave one parting, fond embrace, 

And clo8*d her eyes in death. 

In wild amaze, in speechless woe, 

Devoid of sense, I lay: 
Then sudden, all in Zantic mood, 

I meant myself to slay. 

And, rising up in fxirions haste, 

I seiz'd Äe Woody brand^; 
A sturdy arm here interpos*d, 

And wrench*d it from my band. 
3 i. e. sword. 
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A crowd, that from the Castle came, 
Had mis8*d iheir lovely ward ; 

And seizing me, to prison bare, 
And deep in dungeon barr*d. 

It chanc*d that on that very mom 
Their chief was prisoner ta*en; 

Lord Percj had ns soon ezchang'd, 
And strove to soothe mj pain. 

And soon those honoar*d dear remains 
To England were convey'd; 

And there within their silent tombs, 
With holy rites, were laid. 

For me, I loath'd my wretched life, 
And long to end it thought; 

Till time, andbooks, and holy men, 
Had better comisels taught 

They rais*d my heart to that pure source 
Whence heavenly comfort flows : 

They taught me to despise the world. 
And calmly bear its woes. 

No more the slave of hmnan pride, 
Vain hope, and sordid care, 

I meekly vow'd to spend my life 
In penitence and prayer. 

The bold Sir Bertram, now no more 
Impetuous, haughty, wild; 

But poor and humble Benedict, 
Now lowly, patient, mild. 

My lands I gave to feed the poor, 

And sacred altars raise; 
And here, a lonely anchorite, 

I came to end my day». 
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This sweet sequester'd vale I chose, 
These rocks, and hanging grove; 

For oft beeide that murmuring stream 
My love was wont to rove. 

My noble friend approv'd my choiee ; 

This blest retreat he gave: 
And here I carv'd her beauteous form. 

And scoop'd this holy cave. 

Füll fifty winters, all forlom, 

My life I've linger'd here; 
And daily o*er this scalptur*d saint 

I drop the pensive tear. 

And thou, dear brother of my heart! 

So faithiol and so true, 
The sad remembrance of thy fate 

Still makes my bosom nie! 

Yet not unpitied pass'd my life, 

Forsaken or forgot, 
The Percy and his noble sons 

Would grace my lowly cot; 

Oft the great Earl, £rom toils of State 
And cumbrous pomp of power, 

Would gladly seek my little cell, 
To spend the tranqoil hour. 

But length of life is length of woe I 

I liv'd to moum his fall: 
I liy*d to moum his godlike sons 

And friends and followers all. 

But thou the honours of thy race, 
Lov*dyouth, shalt now restore ; 

And raise again the Percy name 
More glorious than before. 
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He ceas'd; and on the lovely pair 

His choicest blessings laid: 
While they, with thanks and pitying tears, 

His moumful tale repaid. 

And now what present course to take 

They ask the good old sire ; 
And, guided by his sage advice, 

To Scotland they retire. 

Meantime their suit such favour fottnd 

At Raby's stately hall, 
Earl Neville and his princely spouse 

Now gladly pardon all. 

She, suppliant, at her nephew's^ throne 

The royal grace implor*d: 
To all the honours of his race 

The Percy was restor'd. 

The youthful Earl still more and more 

Admir'd his beauteous dame : 
Nine noble sons to him she bore, 

All worthy of their name. 

* King Henry V. Anno 1414. 
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A GLOSSABY 



THB OBSOLETE ÄND SCOTTISH WORDS IN THE THIRD 
VOLUME. 



Such words 08 the reader cannei find here, he is desired to look for in fhe 
(TZossoritfs to the other vöktmes. 



A* Au, 8. aü. 

Abye, auffett to poff for. 

Äff, 8. of. 

Afore, before. 

Aik, 8. oak. 

Aith, 8. oath. 

Ane, 8. one; an, a. 

Ann, if. 

Aquoy, p. 240, coy, shy, 

A8tonied, astoniened, atunned. 

Auld, 8. old. 

Avowe, voto. 

Awa\ 8. away. 

Aye, ever; al80, ah! alasl 

Azont, 8. beyond. 



Beshrew me ! a lesser form of impre- 

caiion. 
Besmirche, to soü, diacolour. 
Blee, con^piexion, 
Blent, blended. 

Blinkan, blinkand, s. UeinJs^f^. 
Blinking, p. 296, aqtidnting. 
Blinks, 8. ttßinklea, aparUea, 
Blinne, ceaae, give over, 
Blyth, bUthe, apriffhOif, 
Blyth, p. 89, joy, aprigh 
Bookesman, clerlt, aecretary, 
Boon, fammr, reqmat, pgtäton. 
Bore, bom. 
Bower, bowre, anff bowed or archad 

room; a parlowTt chanU>er; alBO, a 

dwelüng in generai. 
Bowre woman, s. dianiber'inaid. 
Brae, 8. the hrow or aide of a hiU, a 

decUvity. 
Brake8, wfts offem. 
Brand, aword, 
Brast, bvrat. 
Braw, 8. brme. 

Brayae, drew out, unaheathed. 
Brenn, 8. bum. 
Bridal. (properly bride-ale,) the nup^ 

tialfeaat. 
Brigue, brlgg, bridge. 
Britled, carved. FM{«Bryttlynge. QIom. 

Vol. i. 

1 Ben i8 firom the Dutch Biwnenf Lat. inira, inttia, which i8 compounded 
of the preposition By, or Be, the same aaByln English, and of in (e 
pare But). 



Ban, curae. 

Banderolles, aireamera, Utüe flage. 

Band, 8. bcld. 

Bedeene, immediately. 

Bedone, wrought, made up. 

Beere, 8. bier. 

Ben^, 8. within doora. 

Bent, 8. long graaa; also, fßHd fidda, 

where benta, Ac. grow. 
Bereth, (Introd.) beareth. 
Bemes, bama. 
Beseeme, become. 
Beshradde, cut into ahreda. 
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Brocht, 8. hrtmght 

Brooche, brouche, Ist, a apit; 2ndly, 
a bodkm; Srdly, anff omamentiu 
trinket. Stonebuekles of silver or 
gold, with which (rentlemen and 
ladies clasptheir shirt-bosoms and 
handkerchiefs, are called in the 
north brooches, from the f. broche, 
asjrit. 

Bügle, bagle-hom, a hunttng'hom: 
being the hom of a bugk, or wUd 
buU, 

Barn, bonme, brook. 

Busk, dreaa, deck. 

Bat if, unlebs. 

Batt*, 8. without, out ofdoors. 

Byre, 8. counhouae. 

C. 

Caitiff, a slave. 

Can, 'gan, began. 

Canna, 8. cannot. 

Carle, a chttrlf down. 

Carlish, churÜsh, discourteous. 

Gau, 8. caU. 

Gaald, s. coid. 

Gertes, certainly. 

Chap, p. 106, knock. 

Chevaliers, f. knigkts. 

Chield, 8. is a slight or familiär way 

of speaking of a person . like oar 

English word feUoto. The chield, 
. i. e. thefeUoie. 
Child, p. 75, a kndght. See Vol. i. 

Gloss. &c. 
Christentie, Chriatendome. 
Church-ale, a wäke ; a feast in com- 

memoration of the dedication of a 

church. 
Ghorl, cloumj a person of low hirth; 

aviUain. 
Olaiths, s. clothes. 
Clead, 8. dothed. 
Gleading, s. dothing. 
Gled. 8. dad, dothed. 
Clerks, dergymen, Uterati, scholars. 
Cliding, 8. dothinp. 
Cold, could, p. 35, kneuf. 
Coleyne, Col<iine sted. 
Oon thanks, give thanks. 



Coartnalls, note, p. 182. 

Cramasie, s. crimson. 

Granion, sk*M. 

Crinkle, run in and out, tun nUo 

flexuree, wrinkle. 
Crook, twiat, torinüe, disiort 
Crowt, to pucker wp. 
Com, 8. come. 

D. 

Dank, moist, domo. 

Dawes (Introd.) aaya. 

Dealan, deland, s. deaUng. 

Deas, deis, the high taSle in a hau: 

from f. dais, a canopy, 
Dee, 8. die. 
Deed, (Introd.) dead, 
Deemed, p. 72, doomed, jttdged. Sc. : 

thas, in the Isle of Man, Jadges 

are called deematera. 
Deerely, p. 54, predoudyt ricMy. 
Deid, a. dead. 
Deid bell, s. passing heU. 
Dell, narrow volley. 
Delt, dealt. 

Demains, demeanea; eatate in lands. 
Descrye, p. 170, descrive, describe. 
Dight, decked. 
Din, dinne, noiae, bustle. 
Ding, knock, beat. 
Diana, s. doeat not. 
Distrere, the horse rode by a knight t» 

the toumcanent. 
Dösend, s. dosing, drotosy, torpid, 

benumbed, &c. 
Doablet, a man^s inner fforment; 

wniatcoat. 
Doubt, fear. 
Doubteous, doub^. 
Doozty, d&ughty. 
Drapping, s. dropping. 
Dreiry, s. dreary. 
Dule, 8. dole, aorrow. 
Dwellan, dwelland^ s. dweUing, 
Dyan, dyand, s. dytng. 

B. 

Ilather, s. either. 

Ee; een, eyne, s. ey«; eyea. 



* ^*Ht, or Butt, ifl from the Datch Buyten, Latin extra, proiter, prceterquam, 
-nrnpounded of the preposition^^ or Be (compare Ben), and of uyi, 
wt in English. 
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Een, evm, eoening. 

Effimd, pour forth. 

Eftsoon, in a Short Urne. 

Eir, 8. e'er, ever. 

Eke, also. 

Enouch, 8. enough. 

Evanished, 8. vanished. 

Everiche, every, each. 

Everychone, every one. 

£w-baght8, p. 89, or Ewe-boughts, 
8. are small enclo8ures, or pens, 
into which the fariners drive (Sco- 
tich weir) their milch ewes, mom- 
ing and evening, in order to milk 
them. They are commonly made 
with faU'dykea, i. e. eaxthm dykea. 

Ezar, note, p. 107, azure. 

P. 

Fadge, s. a ihick loa/ of bread ; flgura- 
tlvely, anu coarse heap of stuff. 

Fain, glad, fond, weü-pUased. 

Falds, 8. thoufoldest. 

Fallan^, falland, 8. faUtng. 

Falser, a deceiver, hypocrtte. 

Fa*s, 8. thoufcdlest. 

Faw*n, 8. faUen. 

¥a.jeffaith. 

Feare, fere, feire, mate. 

Fee, retoard, recompense ; it also signi- 
fie8land, when it is connected with 
the tenure by which it i8 held ; as 
knight'sfee, Äc. 

Fetf fetched. 

Fillan', fllland, 8. ^MZen^r. 

Find frost, find m%8chance,ot disaater, 
A phrase still in nae, 

Titf B.feet, 

Five teen, fifteen. 

Flayne, flayed. 

Flindar8, s. pieces, splinters. 

Fonde, fotmd. 

Foregoe, quit, give up, resign. 

Forewearied, much weari&d. 

Forthy, therefore. 

Fou*, fow, B.fuU. Item, drunk. 

Frae, 8. firo, from. 

Fürth, forth. 

Fyera, (Introd.) fierce. 

Fyled, fyling, deflled, defiUng. 



G. 
Gae, 8. gaw. 
Gae, gae8, 8. go, goes. 
Gaed, gade, 8. wmt 
Gan, began. 
Gane, 8. gone, 
Gang, 8. go. 
Gar, 8. make. 
Gart, garred, s. made. 
Gear, geir, 8. geer, gooda, fvirnitwre. 
Geld, 8. gave. 
Gerte, (Introd.) pierced. 
Gibed, jeered. 
Gie, 8. give. 
GiflF,i/. 
Gin, 8. if. 

Gin, gyn, engine, contrivance. 
Gin8, begins. 

Gip, <m inier jectUm of contempt. 
Glee, merriment, joy. 
Glen, 8. a narrow vaUey. 
Glente, glanced, aUpt. 
Glowr, 8. Stare or froum. 
Gloze, canting diasimulation, fair out- 

side. 
Gode, (Introd.J good. 
Gone, (Introd.) go, 
Gowd, 8. gold. 
Greet, 8. weep. 

Groome8, attendanta, aervanta, 
Gude, guid, 8. good, 
Gnerdon, retvard. 
Gule, red. 
Gyle, guüe. 



Ha' 8. haa. 

Hame, home. 

Haa88-bane, 8. p. 89, the nsck-bone, 

(halse-bone,) a phraaefor the neck, 
Heathenness, the MOthen part of the 

World. 
Hee's, 8. he ahdll; also, he haa, 
Hern, 'em, them. 
Hente, (Introd.) hM, pUded, 
Heo, (Introd.) they. 
Her, hare, their. 
Hett, hight, bid, caU, command. 
Hewkes, heralda' coats. 
Hev-dav guise, p. 201, frolick ; aporUva 

froUckaome maamerK 



8 This Word is perhaps, in p. 201, cormptly given; being apparently the 
same with HbtdbqiTibs , or Hbtdbquiybs , which occors inSpenser, and 
means a "wild firolick dance/* — Johnson'a Dictionary. 
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Hind, 8. hehind, 
Bings, s. Kanga, 
Hip, hep, tha beny which contains ihe 

stones or seeda of ihe dog-rose. 
Hir; hir lain, s. her; herseif akme. 
Hole, whole. 
Hollen, p. 315, probably a cormption 

Honde, fitmd. 
Hooly, 8. alotßlff. 
Hose, stoMnga. 
Huggle, httg, daap. 
Hyt, (Introd.) it 

I. 

üfardly, §. iU-fcmouredliff ugMy. 

Ilka, s. eaeh, every one. 

Impe, a litäe demon. 

Ingle, 8. fire. 

Jow, 8. fiU or j€wl. 

Ireful, angru, furions. 

Ise, s. / ahm. 



Käme, 8. ccmh. 

Kameing, s. comhing. 

Kantle, piece, comer, p. 54. 

Kank, s. chätk. 

Keel, 8. raddle. 

Kempt, combed. 

Ken, s. knotp. 

Kever-cheves , handkerchiefs. (Vid. 

Introd.) 
Kilted, s. tucked wp. 
Kirk, 8. church. 
Kirk-wa', s. p. 232, church-waU ; or 

perhaps church-yard-tcaU. 
Kim, s. churn. 

Kirtle, a petticoat, woman'a gown, 
Kith, acquaintafice. 
Knellan, knelland, s. kneUtng, rinqing 

thekneU. 



Kyrtell, vid. Kirtle. In the Introd. it 
Signines a man'a wider garment*, 

L. 

Lacke, want 
Laith, 8. loth. 
Lambs-wool, a eant phraae fw ab 

(md roaaied appiea, p. 183. 
Lang, 8. long. 
Lap, 8. leaped. 
Largesse» f. gift, UberoUty. 
Lee, lea, field, paaUmre. 
Lieey 8. lie. 
Leech, phffsician. 
Leese, s. loae. 
LeflFe, (Introd.) leefe, dear. 
Leid, 8. lyed. 
Lemman, lover. 
Leugh, 8. laughed. 
Lewd, ^norant, acandaloua. 
Libbard, Uopacd. 
Libbard'8 bane, a herb ao caüed. 
Lichtly, 8. lighOy, easilif, mmbiif. 
Lig, 8. lie. 
Limitacionne , a certain frednct al" 

lowed to a linäteur. 
Limitours, friara licenaed to hegwÜhin 

certain limita. 
Lither, noMghhf, wicked, p. 70. 
Lo'e, loed, s. iove, loved. 
Lothly, p. 47, (vid. Lodlye, Gloss. 

vol. ii.) loath^nne^. 
Lounge, (Introd.) hmg, 
Loord, lour, s. lever, had ratker. 
Lues, luve, s. lovea, love. 
Lyan, lyand, s. kfing. 
Lystenyth, (Introd.) Uaten. 



Mair, more. 

Malt, 8. might 

Mark, a coin, in vaJue 13s. 4d, 



* Bale, in bis Actes of EnglishYotarios, (2nd Part, fol.53,) uses the Word 
Ktbtlb to signify a Monk's Frock. He says, Roger Earl of Shrewsbnry, 
when he was dying, sent " to Clanyake, in France, for the Ktbtlb of holy 
Hugh, the Abbot there," &c. 

^ The adverbial terminations -somb and -ly were applied indiffereiitty 
by cur old writers : thus , as we have lothly for loatkaome above ; so we bare 
ugsome in a sense not very remote from ugl^ in Lord Subkbt^s Version of 
-*Jneid II. viz. 

"In every place thö \3Qaouia aig,h.tea I saw." Page 29. 
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Maagre, in spite of. 
Mavia, s. a th-ush. 
Mann, s. must 
Mawt, s. malt. 
Meed, retcard. 
Micht, might 
Mickle, much, ffreat. 
Midge, a amaU insect, a kind of gnat. 
Minstral, s. mlnatrel, musician, &c. 
Minstrelsie, music. 
Mirkie, dorfc, block. 
Mishap, misfcrtvne. 
Mither, s. moih^r. 
Moe, mwe. 
Mold, mmdd, ground. 
•Monand, moaning, bemoaning. 
More, originally and properly signi- 
fied a hiü, (from A. S. mop, mms,) 
but the hüls of the north being 
generally füll of bogs, a moor came 
to signify boggy nMU-shy gronnd in 
goneral. 
Morrownynges, mominas. 
Mossea, stvämpff grwtids, covered wtth 

peat-moss. 
Mote, mought, might. 
Mou, s. mouth. 

N. 

Na, nae, s. no. 

Naithing, s. noihing. 

Nane, s. none. ^ ^ - 

Newfangle, newfangled, fond of no- 

velty ; of neto fashions, Sc. 
Nicht, 8. night. 
Noblo, a coin, in value 6«. 8«. 
Norland, 8. northem. 
North-gales, North Wales. 
Nurtured, educated, bred up. 



Obraid, s. npbraid. 

Ony, 8. any. 

Or, «r«, before. — In p. 72, v. 41, or 

h ;8eems to have tho force of the 

■Latin vel, and to signify evmt. 
Ou, (Introd.) uou. 
Out-braydo, arm out, unsheaihed. 
Owches, bo8S$8, or buttona ofgold. 
Owre, 8. owr. 

O>vro-word, s. the last teord; the 
burdefi of a song. 

Pe^cy. ni. 



Fall, a cloak, or mantle of statt. 
Palmer , a pilgrim , tcho , having been 
at the Holy Land, carried a paim- 
brauch in his hat%d. 

Paramour, gaUant, lovet; mistress. 

Partake, p. 194, parUcipate, assign to. 

Pattering, murmuring,mumbliim, from 
the manner in whioh the Pater- 
noster was anciently horried over, 
in a low inarticulate voice. 

Paynim, pagan. 

Pearlins, s. p. 90, a coarse sort of 
bone-lace, 

Peer, peerless, equal, tcithout equal. 

Peering, peeping, looking narrowly. 

Perfight, perfect. 

Perill, danger. 

Philomene, Philomel, the nightingale. 

Piece, 8. p. 135, a Utile. 

Plaine, cotnplain. 

Plein, cotnjdain. 

Porcupig, porcitpine,' f. porcepic. 

Poterner, p. 35, perhaps pocket, or 
pouch. Pautoniere in Fr. is a 
shepherd's scrip. (Vid. Cotgrame.) 

Prea8, prese, press. 

Pricked, spurred fonoard, trmeUed a 
good round pa^e. 

Prowe88, bravery, valour, fniUtary gal- 
Imitry. 

Puis8ant, sträng, powerful. 

Purfei, an omament of embroidery. 

Purfellod, etnbroidered. 

Q. 

Quail, shrittkffUnch, yield, 

Quay, quhey, s. a young hetfer, called 

a whie in Yorkshire. 
Quean, sori-y, base woman. 
Quelch, a bim or bang. 
Quell, subdue; also, kill. 
Quha, 8. «ho. 
Quhair, s. wfiere. 
Quhan, whan, s. when. 
Quhaneer, s. whene'er. 
Quhen, s. tchen. 
Quick, aUve, living. 
Quitt, requite. 
Quo, quoth. 



Rade, s. rode. 
Raise, s. rose. 



R. 



^^ 
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Reade, rede, 8. adtise. 

Reave, bereave. 

Reeve, baätff, 

Reft, bereß. 

Register, fhe offieer toho kecps the 
pubiic rcffiiihi \ 

RennctliT ronDln^, rmnidti, rtmning. 

Riill, aotrod.) riyjynL 

Rlddle, ij. ^, a«eiim to bc n vrilgar 
idlomLCor unnrfiüs,' or is porhuiis 
a corruptiou of read*, 1* e. adv^iae* 

Ein» a, rtm. J?in «^ errami, p. lal, 
B eoatractod way of ä|fcaJtiDgf for 
ftjji Ott nijf irrnnd. Th« prünonn 
1h omittfid. So the French a«y, 
faire niwaüff*. 

Hood, raode. crosty cmeifx, 

Itoute, p, Itä, m o&üTif, frarc?. 

Ruth^ j»f^. 



S. 

•Sa, sac, 8. so. 

8aft, 8. soft. 

Saim, 8. same. 

•Sair, 8. sor«. 

8all, s. ahaU. 

Sarke, s. ahirt. 

8aat, 8. mit. 

8ay, essay, attempt. 

Scant, scarce; item, p. 242, acanti- 

nes8. 
Sod, Said. 
8ooly, siUy. 
8eething, hofU'ng. 
8ol, seil, 8. seif. 
8en, 8. aince. 
^eneschall, steaard. 
Öey, 8. p. 89, say, a küid of wooüen 

stuf. 
Soyd, a sato. 
8hce*8, 8. she shall. 
Slieeld-booet p, 117, the hUtde-bone: 

a cnjDinon piiroi^ in the north, 
^beono, shitiinff. 
lähünt], shaftitd, disgraced, abnsed. 



Shepenes, shipens, eau-houseSt tktip* 

pens, p. 204. A.S. Scypen. 
Shimmeredf s. gUtttred, 

i^llQ, ACliD, B. Ühf. 

Shoouu^ »hG6S. 
Shfjpi^; shaped. 

Shrcevoc, 4hrt v«jif cot^Maeci her am«. 
SliuUoiit sAdiü. 
6ic, eich, such. 
8iL'lt4tk6. a, ^[rrA-lii:^, 
Si^hjui, sigbjLUd^ B. ttiffkiHg. 

ßitb, Ätiirc. 

Skfnklöd, a,^*«*rf4. 

AlaKudt n^whsttfd^ qtj perhap« Kiptd. 

SlDäf äfff^, 

8uolh^ fTHf^p trxte. 

S(»lh, HOlhe, if/«ö, 

Soiild, a. shmtld, 

Souldan, soldan, sowdan, wUau, 

8pe^, spefded, mtce^td. 

BpciTt 8. frporOf BpoarOf ipcere, spire, 

Spelr^ t. spear. 
SpJll, 5püiJ, deitr&ff, ML 
Spillan, BplUaüd, i. spiihtif^. 
SJpiirging, /tö^A that purgft ohL 

Sterte, started. 

Stint, */i?j>. ' 

Stuubd^ Btoüdti, (lutrud.) Space, tno' 

iHfttt, lionr, time. 
Stower, stowre, sUr, distttrhamee, 

fight. 
Stowre, sträng, robust, fim'ce. 
Stade, stuid, s. stood. 
äumiaerii, p. 1x3, a s^(iifi|^«r hcrae. 
Surcüaaä, €i{t3€. 

Syac, tketit nft^m^d^ 



^ So GnAUCBR, iu bis Rhymo of Sir Tliopas: 

"llo songhtc north and sonth, 

And oft he spibed with his inontV* 
/. 0, 'inQUired/ Not spied, aa in the Oantorbury Tales, yol. ü. p. 234. 
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Teeno, sorrow, grief. 

Thair, s. there. 

Than, s. ihm. 

Thewes, manner». In p.42 it significs 

limhs. 
Thir, 8. thiSt these. 
Tho, ihm. 
Thocht, thwffht. 
Thrall, captive. 
Thrall, captivity. 
Thralldome, captivity, 
Thrang, dose. 

Thrilled, tmrled, tumed round. 
Thropes, viüages. 
Tift, 8. puff ofuind. 
Tirled, twirled, tumed round, 
Tone, t'one, the one. 
Tor, a totcer; also, a high-pointed rock 

or hiU. 
Trenchant, f. cutting, 
Tres-hardie, f. thrice-hardy. 
Triest furth, s. draw forth to an «s- 

signation. 
Trisulcate, three-forked, three-pointed. 
Trow, beUeve, truat; also, verity. 
Troth, truth,fa*tk,fideiity. 
Tnsh, an inUrjection of contempt or 

iinpatience. 
Twa, 0. two. 
Twayne, twe. 

U. 

Venu, (Introd.) approach, coming. 
Unbethought, p. 71, for bethought. 

So unloose for loose. 
UnctuouB, fat, dammy, oüy. 
Undermelea, aftemoona, 
Unkempt, uncomhed. 
Ure, t»w. 

W. 

Wad, B. walde, would. 

Wadded, p. 36. perhaps from woad ; 

i. e. o/a lightUue colour'^. 
Wao, waefo', a. woe^ wofuL 
Walker, a fuUer of doth. 
yia.lieredj'welteredf roUedalong; also, 

tecUUwed. 



Waly, an interjeciion of grief. 

Warne, wem, s. belly. 

Warde, s. aavise, forewam. 

Wassel, drinking, good cheer, 

Wat, s. wet; also, hneto. 

Wate, s. blaimdf praet. of wyte, to 

blame, 
Wax, to grow, become. 
Wayward, perverse. 
Weale, welfare. 
Weare-ln, s. drive in genüy. 
Weede, clothing, dress. 
Weel, weU; also, tr«'W. 
Weird, Wizard, wiich ; properly, fate, 



Welkin, the sky. 

Well-away, exclamation of piiy. 

Wem, (Introd.) hurt, 

Wend, to go. 

Wende, weened, thought. 

Werryed, worried, 

Wha, 8. u>ho. 

Whair, s. where. 

Wban, 8. when. 

Whilk, 8. tchich. 

Whit Jot. 

Whittles, knives. 

Wi', 8. with. 

Wigbt, human creature, man or 

woman, 
Wild-worm, serpent, 
Windar, p. 292, perhaps tho con- 

traction of Windhover, a kind of 

hawk. 
Wis, know. 

Wit, weet, hnow, underatand. 
Wode, wod, wood; also, mad. 
Woe, wofulj aorrovful. 
Woe-man, a sorrowful man, 
Woe-worth, woe be to [youj, A. S. 

worthan, (fi£ri) to be, to become. 
Wolde, wouid. 

Wonde, (Introd.) wound, winded. 
Wood, wode, mad,furiou8. 
Wood-wroth, s. furiously enraged, 
Wot, know, think. 
Wow, 8. an exclamation ofwonder. 
Wracke, rwn, destruction, 
Wynne, win, joy. 
Wyt, wlt, weet, knote, 
Wyte, blame. 

Taylor, In his History of Gavel-kind. p. 41, says, "Bright, from the 
sh MforA Brith, which siguifies their wadde-colwr; this w 



British 

— Minshew'g Dictlonary. 



! was a light blue." 
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Y. 

Yaaed, )fawned. 

Yatc, gate. 

Y-built, huat 

YchuUe, (Introd.) / $haU, 

Yese, 8. ye skall. 

Ylke, ilk, same, That ylk, ihat same. 

Ylythe, (Introd.) listen. 

Yode, went. 

Yf.i/. 

Yn, in. 

Ys, is. 

Ystongo, (Introd.) shtnff. 



Y-wrought, nrcught, 
Y-wys, trul^, verilff. 



ZOj 8. ye; see're, s. ye are. 

Zees, 8. ye skaU. 

Zellow, 8. ydlote. 

Zet, 8. yet, 

Zong, 8. ycung. 

Zou, 8. you; zonr, s. your. 

Zour-lane, your-lfmoi 8. ahne, 

yourself. 
Zouth, s. youth 



&y 



THE END. 
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